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PREFACE. 



'T^HE selection of songs here presented does not include certain well-known 
favourites, which deservedly rank high among our national song, for the 
simple reason that these have been so frequently reproduced as to be easily available. 
Instead, we have preferred to bring forth from obscurity a large number of very 
beautiful songs that have hitherto escaped modem notice, and some which have 
not been republished since their original issue. 

The tunes in this collection are old, though of varying degrees of antiquity. 
While these h^ive been subjected to no alteration, it has been found necessary, for 
many reasons, to here and there modify the words belonging to them. I have done 
this with much reluctance, and have interfered as little as possible with the songs, 
having in view their modem practical usage. This interference has chiefly taken 
the form of abbreviation into reasonable singable limits. In some cases, especially 
in the Welsh and Irish sections, I must plead guilty to having written entirely 
fresh verses. This has been done where no original English words for the tunes 
exist, or, where such as do, are absolutely unsuitable to the work. 

Prank Kidson. 



T^HE melodies in this book speak for themselves. It is enough to say that they 
have been taken from good sources, and that I have not altered a note of 
them. 

As regards the settings, it seems to me that the musical editor of a work of 
this kind is in a position very like that of the stage producer of Shakespeare. I 
believe there are three distinct methods of producing Shakespeare. There is the 
deliberately archaic, the profuse, and the imaginative. In the latter the flavour or 
essence of each work to be presented, passes into the setting and determines its 
character. I have probably favoured this method. Certainly, in most of the songs 
some salient feature has suggested a figure or pattern, or in some way coloured the 
settings. 

It may be thought that there are too few expression or other marks of direction. 
I have preferred to err in this way, however, rather than put in too many. 

As a rule, it will not be found difficult to fit the words neatly to the tune, in 
the case of the unnoted verses. The following examples may prove useful solutions 
of a few awkward cases. 

The cover of this book, designed by Mr. James Pryde, still further cements— 
if that be possible — an old and valued friendship. 

Martin Shaw. 

Digitized by V^jOOQ IC 



(Verse ii.) 



O WALY, WALY. 



B=J-^- ^ 4^ ^T^^ 



wa - ly, wa - ly, but love be bon-nte 



(V 


erseS.) 




r ^ • m ■ ^ 1 


r 


^ 


w ^ ^ I 








LJ 


K fLJ 


t-^dLJll 



Since my 



PIBROCH OF DONUIL DHU. 
(Verse 3,) 



g'~7^^ «fe ^^ 



Rock - y, The 



TO CARRY THE MILKING PAIL. 
Vcru2.) (Verse 2.) 



s 



face and her 



^^ 



But it 



SIH BGLAMORE. 
(VeruS.) 



twoold haye 



(Veru9.) 



WILT THOU BE MY DEARIE. 
(Vene$,) 



LL^j ^r~S :] [xx£:^£3a^ 



choose me 



quick - ly dee 



LAND O' THE LEAL. 



^^•^ 



Veru 2, We grudged her 

„ 3. An - gels wait on 
„ 4. Meet and aye be 



(VeruS.) 



he did en • 



WHEN DAPHNE DID FROM PHCEBUS FLY, 
(VeruS.) (Verse 2.) 



^^ ^ 



=1= 



:«=«: 



^ 



x)l - lo Un 
hollow I'll 



-1 ^ 

prove thy fe - li • ci - 



(Verse 3.) 

I a - bove 



(VeruS.) 



(VeruS.) 



(Veru 3.) 



kind my 



(Veru 4.) 



cry- ins kind my find art thou my 



art thou my 

Digitized by LjOOQ IC 



(V^seB.) 



LORD WILLOUGHBY. 



^^ 



^^1 



( Verse 4.) 



V\\ be the fore - most in the fight 



^ 



^j-j-Jr ^^ 



eiE 



^— fe 



it=*I 



It 
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THE LOVESICK PROG. 
(Vgn$ 6.) 
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THE SUN RISES BRIGHT IN FRANCE. 
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And smiled my ain Ma - 



NoTB.— We have to sincerely thank Mr. J. A. Puller Maitland for kind permission to include 
his transcript of the Agincourt song. 



Digitized by 



Google 



INDEX OF TITLES AND FIRST LINES. 



A Frog he would a-wooing go 

Adieu, my loved harp 

Admiral Benbow 

Agincourt Song 

Although his back be at' the \va' 

All in a garden green 

Among our ancient mountains 

Arrah, darling, my heart you're alarming 

As^beautiful Kitty * 

As I was a-driving my waggon 

As I was a-walking one morning in May 

As Mars and Minerva 



72 
172 

60 

6 

118 

42 
198 
186 
182 

70 
168 

88 



Barbara Allan 

Blackbird, The 

Blind Harper, The 

Bonnie Brier Bush, The 
Braes o' Balquhidder, The 
Broom of Cowdenknowes, The 
By this fountain's flow'ry side 

Chapter of Kings, The 

Chirk Castle 

Come. o'er the sea 

Come o'er the stream, Charlie 

Dear Harp of Erin 

Dimpled Cheek, The 

Elfin Fairies, The 

Emigrant, The 

Ere around the huge Oak 

Far, far from my country 
Farewell to Glen Shalloch 
Fine old English Gentleman, The 
Flowers of the heath. The 

Fortune, my foe 

From Valley and Wood 

Gee ho, Dobbin 

General Monk's March 
Girl I left behind me. The 
God bless the Prince of Wales 

God save the King 

Good morrow, Gossip Joan 

Gossip Joan 

Great Csesar 

Great Meat Pie, The 

Green Bushes, The 

Here's his health in water 



126 

154 
100 

138 

136 

40 

.174 

164 
114 
192 
160 

191 
92 

184 

166 

80 

170 

140 

66 

116 

14 
74 

70 

102 

86 

198 

200 

62 

62 

76 

46 
168 

118 



Digitized by 



Google 



PAGE 

Fd be a butterfly 9^ 

I have house and land in Kent ... 44 

I live not where I love 5^ 

ril sing you a ^ood old song 66 

I'm lonesome since I cros8*d the hill 86 

Pm wearin' awa', Jean 130 

In days of ancient story 114 

In Sherwood lived stout Robin Hood 20 

Inspired Bard, The ... 108 

In yon garden 41 

It was a blind beggar ... a8 

It was a* for our rightfu' King 15* 

It was in and about the Mart'mas Time 126 

I've coasted round old England 58 

I've no sheep on the mountains xo6 

enny Joiies ... ... ••. ••• ... ••• ••• *.. ... •.• 94 

enny's Mantle 98 

bhn Anderson, my Jo 57 

oily Ploughboy, The ... ... .: 82 

oily Waggoner, The 68 

Kate, the Primrose-Girl _ 74 

Kitty of Coleraine ' 182 

Land o' the Lealy The 130 

Legend of Sir Guy of Warwick, The 30 

Let gay ones and great 78 

Lewie Gordon ..." ^ ... 162 

Logie o' Buchan ... ... .•• ... ... ... ... ... .. 146 

Loosen your sword .... ... 102 

Lord Willoughby 34 

Loth to depart 100 

Love me little, love me long 49 

Lovesick Frog, The 72 

Maid of Llanwellyn, The ... 106 

Mary Ambree 3(5 

Megan's Daughter 104 

Molly, my dear , 176 

My bonny cuckoo 195 

My dog and my gun 78 

My little pretty one 9 

My name's Edward Morgan 94 

Nature's holiday 174 

Near Woodstock Town 26 

Now bar the door 108 

Oft in the stilly night 150 

Oh ! we sail'd to Virginia 60 

Oh, Where's the slave 180 

Oh while I live I'll ne'er forget 166 

Old Farmer's Sdhg, The 188 

O Logie o' Buchan 146 

O Mistress mine 8 

Once on a morning of sweet recreation 154 

O send Lewie Gordon hame 162 

O the Broom, the bonny, bonny Broom 40 

O there's mony a gate 84 

Our King went forth to Normandy 6 

Owaly, waly 124 

O whistle, an* I'll come to you, my lad 134 

Oxfordshire Tragedy, The 26 



Digitized by 



Google 



Peaceful flows the winding river 

Peaceful slumbering on the ocean 

Pibroch of Donuil Dhu 

Portsmouth 

Pretty Bessie 

Pretty girl milking her cow, The 

Rich and rare were the gems she wore 

Robin Hood 

Robin Hood and Guy of Gisbome 

Row dow dow; or The Drum 

Sere form of frail beauty 

Shepherd's absence, The 

Sir Eglamore 

Sumer is icumen in 

Sweet Kate ••• ••• ... ... ••• ••• 

Sweetheart Gate, The 

The Daughter of Megan 

The fifteenth day of July 

The harvest is o'er 

The Laird o' Cockpen ... 

The news frae Moidart 

The Romans in England 

The Sun rises bright in France 

The sweet rosy morning 

The Violet and the Primrose too 

There grows a bonny brier bush 

There was a brisk young plough boy 

Thou canst not hit it, my good man 

Though better minstrels far than I 

Tho' the last glimpse of Erin 

Though your strangeness frets my heart 

To all you ladies now at land 

To carry the milking-pail 

Under the rose 

Was ever knight for lady's sake 

We fairy elves in mossy dells 

Wha'U be King but Charlie 

What Booker doth prognosticate 

What have I done that my Mary should fly me 

When bidden to the wake or fair 

When captains courageous ••• ... 

When Daphne did from Phoebus fly 

When first I went a- waggoning 

When shaws are sheen 

When the King shall enjoy his own again 

When Winter's fairly left the land 

Where is my Owen ? 

While history's muse 

Will ye go. Lassie, go to the Braes o' Balquhidder 

Will ye go to Sheriffmuir 

Will you come out to gather the freshly blown roses 

Wik thou be my dearie ? 

Withered Leaf, The 

With my flock as walked! 

Ye nymphs and sylvan gods 

You've heard of the wondrous crocodile 



PAGE 

56 

79 
142 

58 

28 

186 

178 
20 
24 
76 

96 
no 

32 
2 

16 
84 

104 

34 
176 
144 
158 
164 
120 

64 
116 

138 
82 
48 
100 
196 
18 
54 
50 

88 

30 
184 

158 

52 

92 

132 
36 
10 
68 

24 

52 

188 

no 

122 

136 

156 

98 

148 

96 

12 

50 
46 



Digitized by 



Google 



Songs of Britain. 



Digitized by 



Google 



Sumer is icumen in. 



^WbRDB-MODSBNISIl). 



Ist Treble. 



BN0LI8H Air ft Sw&. 
(«he.6«rUM« known, taih Centniy) 




2nd Treble. 

3rd Treble. 
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tt t 



koo. 



m 



■O-*- 



^ 



Sing 



cue - 



koo 



now, 



sing 



cue 



koo. 



^ TMhnioalijr Mch part eiiAs at tliis tigiiibal^for fraetical performance, it will be found as well or better 
to eoatiiiae tiU a f uitable place is found (aa above) wliaii all the voices can end together. 
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Agincourt Song. 

W0BD8-C0NTXMPOBART. 

Allegro con spirito. 
Voice. 



Piano. 



ENOLI8H AIB 
16th Ce^ntary 




FilH= 


1 







Fr= 


t¥=\ 


-p — -- 


-• — 










A 
=f=j 


4r. 




* r 

1. Our 

sL n 


r r tj= 

King went forth 

J 1 1 =j=r 


to 


r r 

Nor- man - 
i 


1 "^ vj r 




t^J 


LL^rvii 9 






1 p r r 




(ty With grace and might 01 ohi-val • ry; The God for him wrought 




1^ J J in I I I I I J I II; ij ■ -fe 

mkrv^lous - ly. Where-fore Bng - land may call and cry^ De - 




o gra - ti - asy De - o gra - ti - as An - gii - 
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poco rail. 




a red - de pro vie -to 



ri 




AU verses except last. 



"11 Last time. 



poco allargundo 




He set a siege, sooth for to say^ 
To Harf leur town with royal array; 
That town he won, and made a fray, 
That France shall rue till Domesday. 
DeograiiaSy dc. 
8. 
Then went our King with all his host 
Through France, for all the Frenchman^ boast; 
Nor spared for dread of least or most 
Until he came to Agincourt coast. 
Deograiimt} dc. 



Then for sooth that Knight comely 
In Agincourt field he fought manly,* 
Through grace of God most mighty 
He had both field and victory. 

D$o graiiat, dc, 
5. 
Their dukes and earls, lord and baron 
Were ta'en and slain, and that well soon, 
And some were led into London 
With joy and mirth and great renown. 
Deo grmiiatf dc. 



Now gracious God. he save our king, 
His people and all his well willing; 
Give him good life and good ending, 
That we with mirth may safely sing,- 

Deo graiiat: 
Deo graitas Anglia redde pro viciorii. 

* Deo patios etc. « England,give thanks to Ood for the victory 



The battle of Aginoourt, one of our most famous Bnglish victories was fought October t6th,i415. The 
song with the music appears in a 15th century manuscripti preserved at Trinity College, Cambridge. 
Another copy is in the Bodleian library, Oxford. Mr Puller Maitland (for whom we are obliged for 
permission to publish his transcript), issued both versions some years aga 

Digitized by VjO£l|fiJ.C 



8 



O Mistress mine* 



WORDS BY SHAJCS8PSASI. 

All^etto. 

Voice. 



TUNB FUNTID If 9». 




i. O mit-trfWiH minis when are you roaming? 
S.What 18 love? tie nother -af-ten 



Piano. 




if LV' J ni I n I I f' I ii I II I I II 1 1 



mis-trees mineiwhere are you roaming? stay and hear your true loveb coming; 
What is love? 'tis not here -af- ten Pres - ent mirth hath pre»-ent laughter! 





That can sing both high and low; Trip ^ no fur-ther, ptet-ty sweet-ing^ 

What% to come is still un-surey In de-lay there lies no plen-ty. 




DC, 



" V • _ a • « « J • «» • • _»_ _ _ ™ • .•_A«_ « 



Jour - nies end in lov-era^meetingi By- - 'ry wise masb son !. dothknow; 

Then come kiss me sweet and twen-ty^ Youth^ a stuff will not en -dure. 



P 



^W 



g^ 



x.j^r: ^ 



^in 



^ 






1 7 
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My little pretty one. 
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The second vxrsb new. 



Old English air 




Allegretto. 



ij J I I 



Voice. 



m 



^ 



^m 



1. My lit - tie 

2, She is a 



^ 



^ 



Piano. 



'inif r r 



f. 



M 



m 



i 



^ 




pret- ty one^ My pret-ty bon- ny one. She is a joy -ous one, And gen - tie 
dain - ty one, She is a smil- ixig one. She is a lov • ing one^ And this I 



^^ 



^ 



^ 



^^ 



m 



^m 



^^ 



i 



s 



^ 



^^ 



r 



^m 



^ 



f 



'HT^Jj i I i ji jiJ I Li .fij ijijij .1 1 



as.... 
teU.. 



can 
to..... 



be. With a beck she oomes a-non^ Willi" a wink she 
thee . While up on the grass withgrace She trips with 






m 



m 



^« 



^ 



^ 



i 



r= 



r f ^ 



^ 



^ 



P 



ac. 



J. jiJ If J f If r r i Tfr f 1 1 1 ' 1 1 I '» 



will begone, No doubt she is a -lone Of all that ev- er I . see. 
fai - ry pacer She h^s the s^^'eet-est face- And casts her smiles on me. 



*=i= 



^m 



^s 



^m 



^ 



m 






m 



i 



I 



■I- J J 



i 



M-J^ 



i 



m 



^ 



^ 
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When Daphne did from Phoebus fly. 



WOB08 r CONTSMPORABY. 



Old BNeLiSH An. 



Allegretto con gracia 



Voice. 




fiane. 



1 1' II I r 



^ 



^ 



m 



P 



^ 



I |f I 



m 



M 



i 



Jfiir. 



m 



vy 



| ^^^hj:jij ji I t\U\ II III Hi I I J I 




When Daph - ne from fair Fhoe-bus did fly, Tbe west wind most 
Her ail - ken scarf scarce sha dowed her eye. The goderied/'O 



^ 



^ 



^^ 



I niifi J 



s^ 



J .f i r r IrH'V l N | |j i 



FSttmI. 



i^^'^o i i j. ij i jj rji ill mtpi 

sweet-ly did Uow in her face. ^Stay, oymph^etay, nymph/' cries Ap 



sweet 
pi - ty'^and held her in chase 



Ap. 

Lion, nor ti - get doth thee 




\ l\\ki J I JV J'J I J. > J I j_Jij I j ■ ! ■ 



- ol - lo, 
fol - low 



"Tar - ry and turn thee; sweet nymph, stay. 

Turn thy fair eyes and look this way. 
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turn, pretty sweet, And let our lips meet; O pi * ty me. 



■I f N' J'J 



^^ 



^ 



^ 



^ 



m 



^ 



f 



^ 




When Daphne did from Phoebus fly, f^^ 
The west wind most sweetly did blow in her 
Her silken scarf scarce shadow\i her eye, 

The god cried pity "and held her in chase, 
'stay^nyn^h, stay, nymphl'cries Apollo , 

^Tarry and turn thee; sweet nymph^stay! 
Lion, nor tiger doth thee follow ^ 
Turn thy fair eyes and look this way . 
turn, O pretty sweet, 
And let our lips meet ; 
pity me. Daphne, pity me! 
pity me, Daphne, pity met" 



Away like Venus's dove she flies, 

The red blood her buskin did run aJl a-down. 
His plaintive tove she still denies, 

Crying, Help,help,Diana,and save myrencfwnf 
Wanton,Nranton love is near me! 

Cold and chaste Diana,aid! 
Let the earth a virgin bear me 
Or devour me quick a maid !' 
Diana heard her pray. 
And turned her to a bay 
pity me, Daphne, pity me! 
O pity me, Daphne, pity me! 



Amaxed stood Apollo then 

While he beheld Daphne turned as she desire! . 
Accurs'd am I above gods and men. 

With griefs and laments my senses are tired 
Farewell,false Daphne, most unkind- 
My love lies buried in thy grave . 
Long sought I love, yet love could not find, 
Therefore is this my epitaph. 

"This tree doth Daphne cover, 
That never pitied lover. 
False Daphne that would not pity me, 
Although not my love,yet art thou my tree? 
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With my flock as walked I. 



WORBSr CONTBMPOBABY. 



English air. 

leth Century. 



Allegretto. 



Voice. 




Piano. 



With my flock as walk - ed I The 




'" I'' fl r P r F 



^m 



^^ 



^^^ 



^^ 



| ^^''r3j',j /I J. J. i r j. | j J. I J j,j-;rj i 



plains and mountains o - ver, Late, .a dam-sel pass'd me byj!!!rr 



T'l p'f nr r 



■J j'lj > 



^^^ |J. IJ I 



y fci- f c r ig 



^ 



^^ 



ga 



^^^ 




With an in -tent to move her^ I stept in her way, She stept aw*ry*But 



ji'i FT nr r 



^^ 



^m 



'^ ii' p p r !g 



Jr^J. 



^ 



^ 



^ ^ 



i jl^' fl [) J'| l J' I 1 J. I 



oh! I shall ev - er love her. 
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With foy flock as walked I 

The plains and mountains over , 

Late a damsel passVl me by; 
With an intent to move her, 

I stept in her way , she stept awry ; 
But oh, I shall ever love herl 

Such a face she had, for to 

Invite any man to love her. 
But her coy behaviour taught 

That it was in vain to move her. 
For divers so this dame hath wrought 

That they themselves might move her . 

s 
Phoebus for her favour spent 

His hair, her fair brows to cover . 
Venus' cheek and lips were sent 

That Cupid and Mars might move her. 
But Juno alone her nothing lent, 

Lest Jove himself should love her • 



4 

Let her know, though fair she be, 
That there is a power above her • 

Thousands more enamoured shaJt be 
Though little it will move her. 

She still doth vow virginity 

When all the world doth love her. 
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Fortune my foe. 



W0BD8 i«TH cmruKr. 



0L|> BNOLISH A». 



Andante. 



Voice. 



* 



Piano. 



^S 



I J J. Ji r ^ 



For - tune, my foe, 



irhy* 



I) *' " iiJ-iJIJjI i j' l jilJ-ijI j: ^ 



y i^ 11 j: ji J. .^ 



^^ 



^^ 



^^ 




dost thou frown on me? 



And will thy fa - voure nev-er greater 




mmrcmio 




wot thou, I aay, 



for ev - er breed me pain? 




Fine. 
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i 
Fortime my foe, why dost thoa frown on mo? 

And will thy fayours nerer greater be? 

Wilt thou yl say, for ever breed me pain? 

And wilt thou not restore my joys again? 

s 
V^rtune hathwrong^l me^grief and great deoay— 

Fortune hath falsely stolen nxy lore away, 

My lore and joy whose sighs did make me ghul,- 

Saoh great misfortunes young mi^n never had. 



s 
Had fortune took txxy treasure and my store 

Fortune had never grieVed me half so sorej 

But taking her whereon my heart did stay 

Fortune thereby hath took my life away. 
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Sweet Kate. 



WORDS.- CONTSMPORABT. 

AUegrettfi^ 



Piano. 



ROBRRT JONRS. M09. 





Sweet Kate 



bidef 

P 



of.. 
L... 



... late 
.cride. 



Ran a-way and left me playn- ing, 
"Or I die with thy die - dayn - ing," 



Sweet Kate of late Ran a-way andleft me plavninir. 



bide!" I. 



late Ran a-way andleft me playning, 

.cride, ''Or I diewiththy. die -dayn - ing/' 



^^ 



|i. V. , 1 ^' dM'^* 



^^ 



r^ 



^m 



^ 



^m 



1 



? 



i 



mH' I '' ' PPP^^ ' PPPpi 



5S 



Tb he helqoothshei ''gladly would I see 

Kever an-y y«t died of such a fitte 



an -y man To 
Nei-therhavel 




''Te he hefquothshe, 
Ney-er an-y yet 



''gladly would I see 
died of such a fitte: 



an-y man to die with 
Neither have I fear fX 



% 



^ 



j ' r- ^ 



ij ' f P 



s^ 
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nr 



||^^fgJ._jiyju ■ I • I ■ . 1 ■ I 



die with lov 
fear of prov 




i. 
Sweet Kate, 
Of late, 
Ran away and left me playninff ; 
"Abide!'' 
I cride. 
''Or I die with thy disdayninf!' 
''TehelielS 
Qttoth she^ 
''Gladly would I tee aiqr man 
To die with lovii^. 
Never any yet 
Died of sudiafitte: 
Neither have I fear of proving •' 



Unkind, 
I find 
Thy delight is in tormenting. 
Abide! ' 
I cride, 
Or I die with thy consenting^' 
'*'Te he he!" 
Quoth she. 
Make no fool of me 
Men I know have oaths at pleasure ^ 
But these hopes attained 
Thev bewray they feigned, 
And their oaths are kept at leasure? 

s. 
Her wordSy 
Like swords, 
Cut my sorry heart in sunder . 
Her flouts 
With doubts 
Kept tny heart affections under. 
''Te he he!" 
Quoth she, 
"What a fool is he 
Stands in awe of once denying!'' 
Cause I had enough 
To become more rough, 
So I did; ch happy trying! 
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Though your strangeness frets my heart. 



WOBBS.- CONTSMPORAJtT. 



ROBfiM JOWXS. i«Q9. 



Moderate . 



1st Treble. 




2nd Treble. 



■ ^^ 



Piano. 



Though your strangeness frets my heart 
You persuade me 'tis but art 



Thouirh yofir stranif enesa fretsmyhear t Yet 



Though yofir strangeness fretsmyi 

You persuade me His but art which 




IT— — nr 



I^Mr^ppp f r.nH-^i> i r J f ^m 



Yet must I not com- plaine. 
w hich secret love m ust faine. If an - oth - er you af - feet 



N. J^EIJ l ,..< l ,.L i,JiJ' l J J J J If J JU>I 



must 
se 



com ' plaine. 

must faine. If an - oth - er you af 



feet 'Tis but a 





"Tis but a try to a-voide sus-pect. Is this faire ex- cus - ing? no, 

er^fc. 



try to avoide sus-^ect. Is this faire ex- cus - injg? no, O 
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Though your strangeness frets txxy heart 

Yet must I not coaiplaine 
You persuade me 'tis but art 

Which secret love must faine 
If another you affect 
'Xis but a try to avoide suspectp 
Is this faire excusing? 
O no, O no, O no, 
O no, O no, 
No,no,no,no! 
All is abusing. 

i. 

When another holds your hand 

You'll swear I hold your heart; 
Whilst my rival close doth stand, 

And I sit far apart* 
I am nearer yet than they, 

Hid in your bosom as you say,- 
Is this faire excusing? 
O no, O no, no, 
O no, no. 
No, no, no, no! 
All is abusing . 



When your wished-sight I desire 

Suspicion you pretend. 
Causeless you yourself retire, 

Whilst I in vain attend. 
Thus a lover as you say 

Still made more eager by delay,— 
Is this faire excusing? 
no,0 no, O no, 
O no,0 no, 
No,no,no,nol 
All is abusing . 

4. 

Would a rival then I were. 

Some else your secret friend. 
So much lesser should 1 fear, 

And not so much attend. 
They enjoy you every one , 
Yet must I seem your friend alone. 
Is this faire excusing? 
O no,0 no,0 no, 
no,Ono, 
No,no,nO|no, 
All is abusing. 
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Words- Coktemporabt. 
Allegro. 



Robin Hood. 



AIR RY ROBERT JOmCSy 16091 



r ii,''vr, ' 



^^ 






FT 



Piano.^ 



y»it T r r 



^ 



f=^ 
^ 



^ 



^ 



^ 



I - IJ f rir I i re I I | i r ^ 



In Sherwood lived stout Rob - in Hood, An arch - er 
A no-ble thief was Rob - in Hood , Wise was he 



r J . > J 



^ 



^m 



i 



m 



m 



m 



rfr 



m 



^ 



^ 



^ 



^ 



^ 



^ 



^^ 



1 ^.' J .1 1 1 I I ir r r 1 *^ r '■' r ' r i" ^ 



great, none great- er^ His bow and shafts were sure and good. Yet 

could de - ceive him; Yet Mar-ian in his brav - est mood Coutd 



1= 



^ 



^^ 



^m 



i 



^ 



i^ 



I 



r 



J 



gge 



^ 



fl^ 



^ 



^ 



^ 




Cu pidk were much bet-ter. Rob- in could shoot at ma . ny a 

of his heart be - reave him. No great -er thief lies hid - den 



^m 



m 



^ 



^ 



^ 



=F=f 



^ 



^^ 



^ 



^ 



^^fii 



'M r p r 



i 



-#S^ 



J I I i> 



r 



f 




hart and miss, 
un - der skies 



Cu . pid at first could hit a heart of his. 
Than beau -ty close - ly lodged in wo-manb eyes. 



^m 



m 



^^ 



$ 



^ 




w 



'JH p' -hj 



i 



^m 



^ 
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Hey jol-ly Rob-ip, Ho jol-ly Rob-in^ 



Hey jol-ly 




^^ 



^^ 



TTr 



^m 



^S 



^ 



^ 



f 



t 



r f i J » i r r r 1^ Mr r i ry I 



Rob-in 



Hood) Love finds out me as well as thee. 



^ 



J J J 



m 



^ 



m 



s 



f= 



r 



>»n r f 



^ 



^^ 



^ 



^^ 



i 




r=F=n' 



ll' I I r i r' I r i^- J'J U' i - i ■ a 



to fbl - low me to the green wood 



^m 



i 



^ 



^ 



^ 



S 



^^ 



a 






flT 



r 



I r -I r 



J- -hJ 



^ 



^ 



£ 



? 



^ 
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An out - law was this Rob 
Now wend we home stout ' Rob 



in Hood, His life free and on 
in Hood, Leave we the woods be 





ni- ly^ Yet to fidr Mar-ian bound he stood And love's debt 

hind us^ Love pas-sioos most not be with -stood. Love ev - 'ry - 





paid her du - ly. Whom curb of strict • est law could not hold 

Vhere will And us. I lived in field and town and so did 




l l' I I i ^ r r r I f Mf V II' r I r' ^ 



xn, 
he, 



Love with o - beyed 
I got me to 



ness and a wink could 
the woods, love fol - lowed 



m 



H"! J J 



=it 



. ^^-HJr I 



wm. 
me. 



xcsz 



^ 
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Hey jol-Iy Rob-in, Ho jol-ly Rob-ia, Hey joUly 
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^ 



^^ 
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!■"» J.J'i l 
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^m 



^m 



^ 



i^ 



^' I f I I I ir r r If ^ If r i r 



Rob. in 



Hoodf 



Love finds out me as well as thee. 



* f r r 



P 
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^ 



^ 



f= 



f^^ 



yf r p 
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^^ 



^ 



^m 
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' f * *; 
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to fol - low me to the green wood. 
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Robin Hood and Guy of Gisborne. 



Words.- compresskjd from old ballad. 
Moderato. 

Voice. 



English Air. 

The chirping of the UrlclHSO. 




shaws are sheenand shrubs full fair, And leaves both large and long, 



i" h ^J -fTTi^ ^ 



m 



^^ 




f 



y^'ij* r 



^ 



^ 



^^ 



i. 



^m 



T 



l^'i r ' f r r rp ir J J ^ I J J I J i j. ^ i 



mer- ry walking in the fair for -est To hear the small birds' soiig 

-^i ^ . ■ _^ 



''"'i rl-i J i 



^ 



^^ 



n 



v"i 1 1 r 



^ 



J, 



^^ 



^^ 



f 



r 




wood -weel sang and would not cease. Sit - ting up - on the spray , So 



2 



'II 'jij I 



^^ 



-id 



^ 



^ 



h^ 'i J If* 



^ 



rXjLX 



r r r r 



^ 




^ 



J J J'J' i J J ^ 



i.SJIAJS.6. 



^ 



-^ 



loud he wa-kenVi Rob in Hood In the greenwood where he lay. 
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When shaws are sheen and shrubs full fair. 

And leaves both lar^^e and long, 
Its merry walking in the fair forest 

To hear the small birds song. 
The woodweel sang and would not cease, 

Sitting upon the spray, 
So loud he waken'd Robin Hood 

In the greenwood where he lay . 



'l seek an outlaw," the stranger said, 
"Men call him Robin Hood; 
Rather I'd meet with that proud outlaw 

Than forty pounds so good." 
"Now come with me, thou wight v yeoman. 
And Robin thou soon shalltsee, 
But first let us some pastime find 
Under the greenwood tree ." 



Now by my fay" said jolly Robin, 

A sweaven I trad this night : 
I dreamt me &f a wight yeoman 

That fast with me can fight? 
Sweavens are swift',' said Little John, 

As the wind blows over the hill , 
For if it be never so loud this night, 

Tomorrow it may be still . 



Now tell me thy name, good fellowy said he. 
Under the leaves of lyne. 
"Nay,by my faith" quoth bold Robin, 

"Till thou hast told me thine'.' 
"l dwell by dale and down" quoth he, 
^^And Robin to take Im sworp, 
And when I am called fay my right i 
Im Ouy of good OisborneV 



Let us leave talking of Little John, 

And think of Robin Hood^ 
How he is gone to the wight yeoman 

Where under the leaves he stood. 
Good morrow, good fellow," said Robin so fair, 

*Good morrow, good fellow" said he. 
Methinks by the bow thou bear^t in thy hand 

A good archer thou shouldst be ." 



Says Robin, My dwelling is in this wood| 

By thee I set right naught; 
I am Robin Hood of Barnesdale 

Whom thou so long hast sought? 
To see how those yeomen together fought 

Two hours on a summer's day; 
Yet neither Robin Hood nor Sir Guy, 

Them fettled to fly away. 



Robin was-reachles on a root. 

And he stumbled at that tide, 
And Guy was quick and nimble withal, 

And hit him upon the side • 
Robin thought on our Lady dear. 

And soon leapt up again, ^ 

And strait he came with an awkward stroke, 

And he Sir Guy hath slain . 



The extremely len^pthy ballad of Robin Hood and Guy of Gisborne is found in full in Riftsonl and oiher* 
eollections of the Robin Hood baUad8.^Wborne"now^Gi8burn'is stUl a wild distriel on the ooafines of 
Yorkshire and Lancashire. Formerly a herd of wild cattle roamed in Gisbom fdresi. 
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The Oxfordshire Tragedy. 



WOBDS.- G0KDSK8BD FROM OLD BALLAD. 



Old Skqlish aib . 



Anjlante con moto 



Voice. 



Piano. 





town, in Ox - ford • ohire^ As I walk'd forth to take the 
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air. To view the fields and mead-ows round, Me-thought I 
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t. 

Near Woodstock town^ in Oxfordshire, 
As I walked forth to take the air. 

To view the fields and meadows round, 
Methought I heard a doleful sound . 

a. 
Down by a orystal river side 

A gallant bower I espied, 

Where a fair lady made great moan, 

With many a bitter sigh and groan. 

s. 
'^My father is a worthy knight , 

My mother is a lady bright, 
And I their only child and heir, 

Yet love has brought me to despair. 



4. 

'^'Tis love that makes my heart lament. 

And causes all my discontent. 
It hath caus'd me my sad despair 
And now occasions this my care? 



a. 

The lady round the meadow run, 

And gathered flowers as they sprung. 
Of every sort she there did pull, 
Until she got her aproo^fuU. 

a. 
Now there's a flower 'she did say^ 
^Is named heart's - ease ^ night and day, 
I wish I could that flower find. 
For to ease my love-sick mind. 



The baUaA^Vhn OzfoHlsliire Tragedy ''is found on early broadsides. It is of great length and is here very 
much abbreviated. 
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Pretty Bessie. 



WORPB.- PARt OF TTO OLD BALLAD. 



OLD SN6LISH AIR . 



Moderato. 



Voice. 



^ 



Piano. 






^ 



I J ji J^ 



It was 



^m 



a blind beg • gar had 
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long lost his sight. He had a fair daugh - ter of 





beau - ty most bright, And ma - ny a gal - lant brave sui - tor had she. For 
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D.C. 
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none was so come-ly as pret 



ty Bes - sie. 
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^ Fine. 

Digitized by VjO0g4^ 



29 



I 

It was a blind beggar had long lost his sight, 
He had a fair daughter of beanty most bright. 
And many a gallant brave soitor had she, 
For none was so comely as pretty Bessie. 



t 
Wherefore in great sorrow fair Bessy did say, 

bood father and mother, let me go away, 

To seek out my fortune wherever it be|' 

Her suit then they granted to pretty Bessie . 



s 
She went till she came to Stratford-le-Bow, 

Then knew not whither, nor which way to go. 

With tears she lamented her hard destiny^ 

So sad and so heavy was pretty Bessie. 

4 

She kept on her journey until it was day, 
And went into Rumford, along the highway. 
Where at the Queenfa Arms entertained was she, 
So fair and well favoured was pretty Bessie . 

s 
She had not been there a month to an end. 

But master and mistress and all was her friend, 

And every brave gallant that her once did see 

Was straightway enamoured of pretty Bessie . 

e 
Great gifts they did send her of silver and gold, 
And in their songs daily her love was extolled. 
Her beauty was blazed in every degree. 
So fair and so comely was pretty Bessie. 



1 
Four suitors at once unto her did go, 

They craved her favour but still she said no, 

*\ would not wish gentles to marry with mef 

Yet ever they honoured pretty Bessie . 



The baUad is to be seen In fUU in Pnreyt Beliqwt of Aaeisnt Inylish Poetry, fint pobUihoA In l7e6,flrom 
a broadside copy. 
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The legend of Sir Guy of Warwick. 



W0SD8 r COMPRB88BD FROM OLD BALLAD. 



OLD Snolish Air. 

Printedl ITtO. 



Allegretto. 



Voice. 
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Piano. 



Was BT-er knii^htfor U-dy% sake Sotostfiiia 
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love as I, Sir Guy, For FhiUis fair, that la- dy bright As ev-er man be-held with 
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eye? She gave me leave my- self to try The valiant knight with shield and 
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spear, £rethat her love she would grant me,AVhichmademe venture far and near. 
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Was ever koi^t for lady'e sake 

So tossed in lore as I, Sir Quy^ 
For PhiUis fair, that lady bright 

As ever man behekl with eye? 
She gave me leare myself to try 

The raliant knight with shield and spear , 
Bre that her love she would grant msf- 

Whioh made ma ventare far and near. 



All dud in grey, in pilgrim sort, 

My voyage from her I did take 
Unto the blessed Holy land 

fbr Jesas Christ my Saviour^ sak^, 
Where I Barl Jonas did redeem, 

And all his sons which were f ifteen^ 
Who with the cruel Saracens 

In prison for long time had been« 



Sometime I was of Warwick, Barl, 

And as I said of very truth, 
A ladyk love did me constrain 

To seek strange ventures in my youth. 
Fbr first I sailed to Normandy, 

And there I stoutly won in fight 
The emperor's daughter of Almain, 

From many a valiant worthy knight. 



t. 
I Hlew the giant Amarant 

In battle fiercely hand to hand, 
And doughty Barknard killed I, 

A treacherous knight of Pavye land, 
Theil I to Bngland came again. 

And here with Colbronde fell I fought, 
An ugly giant, which the Danes 

Had for their champion hither brought. 



Then passed I the seas to Greece 

To help the emperor in his ri^t 
Against the mighty Soldan's host 

or puissant Persians for to fight. 
Where I did slay of Saracens 

And hetthen pagans many a man, 
And slew the Soldan's cousin dear, 

Who had to name doughty Coldran. 



At length to Warwick I did come. 

Like pilgrim poor and was not known) 
And there I lived a hermit's life, 

A mile or more out of the town. 
Where with niy hands I hewed a house 

Out of the craggy rock of s«oa(e. 
And lived like h palmer poor 

Within that cave myself alone. 



4. 

I went into the Soldadb host, 

Being thither on embassy sent, 
And brought his head away with, me, 

I having slain him in his tent . 
There was a dragon in that land, 

Most fiercely met me by the way 
As he a lion did pursue. 

Which I myself did also slay . 



s. 
And daily came to beg my bread 

Of Phillis, at my castle gate) 
Not known unto my loving wife. 

Who daily mourned for me her mate. 
Tfll at the last I fell sore sick, 

Yea sick for sure that I must die • 
I sent to her a ring of gold 

By which she knew me presentlly . 



To Bngland thpn I came with speed 

To wed fair Phillis, lady bright, 
For love of whom I travelled far 

To try my manhood and my might. 
But when I had espous'd her 

I stayed with her but forty days 
Bre that I left this lady fair 

And went from her across the seas . 



Then she repairing to my cave, 

Before that I gave up the ghost, 
Herself closed up my dying eyes. 

My Phillis fair whom I loved most. 
My body that endured this toil 

Though now it be consumed to mould, 
My statue fair engraved in stone 

In Warwick still you may behold . 



The very long bnUad of Sir Ouy is priniadl in the eaulieel uid oili«r Mlition* of Bishop PsroylBeiiquM 
of Ancient Bnglish Poeiry , VI9B. 
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Sir Eglamore- 



Early humorous ballad. 



Old BN0LI8H Air. 



SOLO, (or SeiBi Chonu J 



Voice. 



Piano. 



. Allegro. 



Sir Eg - la- more, that gal- lant knight, 
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..CHORUS 



Sjl^ SOLO, (or Semi Chomt.) 



^ ^vnuwuo. ^ k 1^ BuiiU. \or senii unomt.; 



Fa la lan-kydown dil-ly, He took 19 his sword and he went to fight. 
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SOLO, (or S.C.) 



p r y ir r^^ 



Fa la lanky down dilly. And as he rode o'er hill and dale , All 




^' last time. 
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t. 

Sir Bglamore, that valiant knight. 

Fa la lanky down dilly. 
He took up his aword and he went to f ight. 

Fa la lanky down dilly. 
And as he rodeo'erhill and dale. 
All armdd in a coat of mail. 

Fa la fa la fa la, lanky down dilfy. 

There leapd a dragon out of her den^ 

Fa la lanky down dilly. 
Had slain Ood knows how maiqr men, 

Fa la lanky down dilly. 
But when she saw Sir Bglamore, 
Oh, that you had but heard her roar! 

Fa,la,fa,la,etc. 

s. 

Then the trees began to shake, 

Fa la lanky down dilly. 
Horse did tremble, man did quake, 

Fa la lanky down dilly. 
The birds betook them all to peeping, 
Oh,'twould have made one fall a weeping. 

Fa,la,fa,la,etc. 

4. 

But all in vain it was to fear. 

Fa la lanky down dilly. 
For now they fall to, fight dog, fight bear. 

Fa la lanky down dilly. 
And to't they go and soundly fight 
A livelong day from morn to night 

Fa,la,fa,la,etc. 

s. 

This dragon had a plaguy hide, 

Fa la lanky down dilly. 
That could the sharpest steel abide. 

Fa la lanky down dilly. 
No sword could enter through her skin, 
Which vexed the knight and made him grin . 

Fa,la,fa,la,etc. 

But as in choler he did burn. 

Fa la lanky down dilly. 
He fetched the dragon a great good turn , 

Fa la lanky down dilly. 
For as a yawning sfaje did fall 
He thrust his sword. up,hilt and all, 

Fa,la,fa,la,etc. 

7. 

Then like a coward she did fly, 

Fa la lanky down dilly. 
Unto her den which was hard by. 

Fa la lanky down dilly. 
And there she lay all night and roared, 
The knight was sorry— for his sword. 

Fa,la,fa,la,etc. 
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Lord Willoughby. 



Words.- Contbmporabt 

Alia Marcia. 



EMGUflH Air. 

i6th century. 



Voice. 
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i. The fif.teenthday of 
t.'Staxid to ity no - Ue 
4. And then the fear- ful 



Ju . ly, With 
pike - men. And 
e • ne-my Was 



Piano. 
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glistMiy flword and ^eld, 

look you round a - bout) 

quick-ly put to flight. 
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A fa-mous fight in Flan - ders ¥lks fougfaten in the 

And shootyou straigjhtiyou bow - men. And we will keq>tham 

Our men pur-sued cou* rage-ous-ly Aiiclcaug)ittheirfo»)es 
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field, 
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The most cou-rage-ous 
You mus-ket and ca 
Butatlast they gave a 



of - h-eers Were Bng-lish cap-tains 

liv - er men Do you provetrue to 

shout; Which ech-oed throi^the 
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But the bra- vest iivthe tat - tie Was brave Lord Willough- by. 
Ill bo the foremost man in flght^Says brave Lord Willough- 
*God andStGeoqpefor Eng- landf'^The conquerors did re - 
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•.The sharp steel -point -ed ar - rows And 
s.Tb the sol - diers that were maim ■ ed And 
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bul - lets thick did fly . 
wounds in the fny 



Then did our val - iant 
The Queen al - lowfi a 
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diers Charge 
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Which made the Spainiards wa - very They 
And from all costs and char - ges ^She 
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thoi^ht it best to flee, 
qttjt and set them free. 
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They feared the stout be - ha - viour Of 
And this she did all for the sake Of 
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Mary Ambree. 



OLB ballad CONPIH8ID. 
tCtJi or ilth Crntnry 



Bablt Ballad tunb. 



Allegro marsiale 



Voioa. 




Piano 



cap - tains ooiir - age - oua, whom death could not dannt, Did 
(t) brave Sir John lU - ior was ala^' ~ 

(V cloth - ed her- aelf fro m the top 



jor was slain in her. sighti Who 

to the toe hi 
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march to the siege of the ci - ty of Gaunt ^ 

was her true lov - er by day and by night, 

buff of the brav - est, most seem - ly to show» 
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fore - most in bat - tie was Ma 

vowed to re-venge him, did Ma 

tbis a brave bon - ny lass. 



ry Am - bree. 
ry Am - bree. 
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4. She 
«. Now 
(7.* Ye) 



cheer - ed her sol- diers^that 
say, Eng-lish cap-tain^what 
cap - tains cour-aye - ous of 
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foug^ - ten for life. With an - tient and stan - dard with 
would -est thou give To ran - som thy - self which 
val - ou r so bold, Whom think you be - f ore you you^ 
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drum and with fife, 
else most not live, 
now do be » hold, 



i 
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^M 



With 
Come 
No 



brave clang - ing trum - pets that 
yield thy - self quick - ly or 
knight sir of £ng - land, nor 
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sound - ed so free;- Was* ' not this 

slain thou must be,—- Then smi 

cap - tain you see, But a poor 
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a brave bon-ny lass, 

led As sweet -ly, did 

Sim -pie lass called 
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Ma - ry Am - bree 7 
Ha - ry Am - brae 
Ma - ry Am - bree 
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Fbr verte 7 return to paye VT 
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len(^h she was fore - ed to 
hold - ing the foes of old 



make a re - tire. Then her 
Eng-- land in scorn; There 
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what a brave cap-tain was Ma- ry Am-bree. 
forth the brave' val-ours of 



Ma- ry Am-bree. 
Ma- ry Am-bree. 
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Mary Ambree is mentioned by Bi»n Jonson and by Fietcher the drAnuitist; but whether «he was a real person - 
ageis notabsolntely known. The city of Ghent in Flandersycalledby the KngIish,Oaant,waB taken by the Span- jp 
iards in 1SA4. Maigr Xnglifth soldiers foiurht against Spain in the Netherlands at this time . H.7S76 . 
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The broom of Cowden Knowes. 



Words.— portion of old ballad. 



Air.— ''the BOSVY, bonny BROOMf' 
PublUhed in ''The Dancing MMter'lllftl. 



Voice. 



Piano. 



Andante 
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t. tliebroomthebonfi)r,bofmybroofn;niebroomof Cow- den 

t. All the mAidBthate'erdeceivedwerey Bear part of these my 

O thebroom^thebomiyyboanybrooinjhebroomof Cow- den 
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Knowes. Fain would I be in the North Coun-try, To milk my dad - d/s 

woesy For onpe I was a bon - ny lass^Whenl milked my dad - dyfa 

Knowes, Fain would I be in the North Coun-try, To milk my dad - dy^s 
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This leMer known version of the air has been chosen on account of its beauty, and the interest at- 
•tached. It is the earliest copy found in print; the Scottish version is not found before i7SS. 
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In yon garden. 



Old folk Sov«. 



Voie*. 



Piano. 



Andantino. 
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t. In yon gar - den, 

a. Where love is plant • ed, 
t. I put my hand in • 





fine and gay I Pick - ing li -lies all the day. Oath-'riogfkm^of 

there it grows, It buds and blows like a - ny rose. It has a sweet and 
- to the bush, And thought the sweetest rose to f ind,But priok'd nyJin* ger 




ev - 'ry hue, 

plea- sant smell, 

to the bone. 



/see rmll. 



D.C, 






I knew not then 

No flowV on earth 
And left the sweet 



1^ 4^-^^ 
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what love could do, 
can it ex - eel. 

est., rose be^- hind. 
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All in a garden green. 



Words. Contbmporart. 
Moderato; 



English Air. 

i6t}i century. 



Voice. 



Piano. < 
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\} r r N' p r^ 



All in a gar • den green, IV^ 




lov-ers sat at ease; 



As they could scarce be seen A - mong, a 
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moQg the leaf - y trees. Th^ long had lovll y - f^rB, 




Crete. 
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And no long - er than tru - ly, In that time. of the year,.. 
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> f'f Sir \ r f) r J u j i>j j i .. j 



In that time 



of the year Com - eth twixt May and Ju - 
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M in a garden green 

Two lovers sat at ease; 
As they oould scarce be seen 

Among, among the leafy trees. 
Th^ long had loved y-fere^ 

And no longer than truly, 
In that time of the year (iw{e4) 

Cometh twixt May and July. 

s. 
Quoth he,^Most lovely maid 

My troth shall aye endure, 
And be thou not afraid, afraid, 

But rest thee still secuie 
That I will love thee long 

As life in me shall last^ 
Now I am strong and young, (iwic0) 

And when oxy youth is past. 

When I am gray and old , 

And then must stoop to age, 
111 love thee, love thee twenty fold, 

My troth 111 here engage? 
She heard with joy the youth 

When he thus far had gone; 
She trusted in his truth (twice) 

And loving he went on,- 

<<Yonder thou seest the sun 

Shine in the sky so bright 
And when this day is done, is done, 

And cometh the dark night, 
Ko sooner night is' not 

But he returns alway, 
And shines as bright and hot (twice) 

As on this gladsome day. 

5. 

He is no older now 

Than when he first was bom, 
Age cannot, cannot make him bow, 

He laughs old Time to scorn. 
My love shall be the same. 

It never shall decay, 
But shine without all blame (twice) 

Though body turn to clay." 
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I have house and land in Kent. 



Words changed from 
OLD KXKTI8H DIALECT. 



Allegretta 



Printed tm/L 




house and land in Kent, And if yotM love me, love me now. Two pence 




oaomm. 
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half-penn^ is mjr rent, I eao-notoome ev-Vy day to woo. TWo pence 
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half«pen-fly is his rent, He can-not come 
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ev-^y day to vw)o. 
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t. 

I have house and land in Kent) 

And if yottU love me^loye oie now. 
Two pence half penigr is mjr renti 
I eannot come every day to woo. 

Two pence half penny is his rent» 
He cannot come every day to woo. 

a 
I am my father'^ eldest son. 

My mother eke doth love me welly 

Ibr I can hravely clout my shoon, 

And I full well can ring a bell. 

. For he can bravely dont his shoon, 
And he foU well can ring a belL 

a 
Ify fiither he gave me a hog; 

Uy mother she gave me a sowy 

I have a godfather dwells thereby^ 

And he on me bestowed a ploqgh. 

He has a godfather dwells theieby, 
And he on him bestowed a plough. 

4. 

One time I gave thee a paper of pins. 

Another time a tawdry lace, 
And if thou wilt not grant my love 

In truth Pll die before thy face. 

0horM9r 

And if thou wilt not grant his love 
In truth he'U die before thy face. 

§. 
rn put on my best white slop, 

And Pll wear my yellow hose, 

And on my head a good gr^ hat, 

And in it I wiU stick a rose. 

Ckcru§r 

And on his head a good grey hat, 
And in it he will stick a rose. 

e. 
Wherefore cease off, make no delay, 

And if you'll love me love me now, 
Or else I'll seek some other where, 

For I cannot come evVy d^ to woo. 

Okoru9r 

Or else he'U seek some other where, 
For he cannot come evVy day to woo. 
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The great meat pie. 



Moderate. 



THE Song & tuns pbinted 

about 18S0. 



j^Hhiin ■ I - >_jir n p r r I f f -^ ^s 



Voice. 



Piano. 



YouVe heard of the wond-rous cro-co-dile And the 





thundVinggieat sea snake,- No doubt itB of-ten madeyou smile, And causedyoursidesto 
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ache; Now IVe [^ot one that'll make you laugh For a month to come or.. 
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nighy So list -en while I tell you a-bout A stun-ning great meat 
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Fine, 



YouVe heard of the wondh>u8 crocodile 

And the thund'ring great sea snakes- 
No doubt its often made you smile 

And caused your sides to ache; 
Now Pve got one that'll make you laugh 

For a month to come or nigh> 
So listen while I tell you about 

A stunning great meat piel 
Tol, lol etc., 

s. 
You may guess it was a tidy sice; 

It took a week to make it; 
A day to carry it to the shop> 

And just a week to bake it. 
Ohy had you seen it I'll be bound 

Your wonder youU scarce govemi* 
They were forced to break the front wall down 

To get it to the oven. 
Tol; lol etc., 



It took full thirty sacks of flour, 

lib a fact now that I utter, 
Three hundred pails of water too, 

And a hundred tubs of butter. 
The crust was nearly seven feet thick. 

You couldn't easy bruise it ; 
And the rolling pin was such a sife 

That it took twelve men to use it. 
Tol, lol etc., 

4. 

There were twenty-five spare-ribs oi pork, 

Vm sure Vm not mistaken; 
With two and thirty hams from York, 

And twenty sides of bacon. 
The pie was made by fifty cooks 

And all of them first raters,- 
And then they filled up all the nooks 

With a ton of Kidney taters. 
Tol, lol etc., 



When word was given a general rush 

Took place to hack and hew it; 
They clambered up outside the crust 

To get their knives into it. 
When all at once the crust gave way> 

Itii true, I'll take my davy. 
And ninety five poor souls they say, 

Were drowndd in the gravy! 
Tol, lol etc.. 



An old long iiiggetted bgr simUar .exaggerative dittiei, and probably by the moaster meat piet made on 
certain oooasioiu at IXenby Dale in Yorkshire. The first Denby Dale pie was baked in nsstooommemonte 
the recovery of George lU; The second in IStt on the victory of Waterloo; another on the repeal of the 
com laws in 184e; a fourth in 1S77, and a fifth in isee. 
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Thou canst not hit it, my good man. 



WOBM- CONTIllFOBABr. 

Allegretto. 



PiMO. ' 



BNOLItR An. 
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Thoa canst not hit it^ hit it» hit it, 





Thou canst not hit it, my good man, An I can - noty 





can - not| can - not, An 




TlM ateve woras ocour in ''Loves Labour LostrAot iv, 8c. i. Th^ are frobably partof AnoMcaCch.The 
time it fdvaa in aa early M.S. and reeeiiihlei,iii some Aeg ree, the Scott tune ''A lett wi'« lump o* Land". 

H.7eis 
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OU CnglUh mir, 
1U4. Bobin. 



Voice 
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Love me lit - tie, lore me long, Is the bur-den 
Wn - ter^ cold and sum-merfc heat> Aa - tumn^stemi>eet 
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of my song; .Love that is too hot and strong; Bum-eth soon to 
on it beats It can ne-ver know de - feat, Ne-ver can re ■ 
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still I would not have thee cold, Nor too l>aek-ward,nor too 
Sttoli the loye that 1 would gain. Such loiro I teU thee 
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Love that last-eth till 'tis old Fad-eth not in haste. 

Thou must give or woo in vain. So to. thee fare - well. 
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To carry the milking pail. 



Allegpro. 



Old Skolish air. 



Voice. 
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Spring new- ly horn Her* self doth a -doni^ With flogir*ers and ope - ning 
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bods, Come sing to the praise. While flocks do grace In 
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yon - der pleas - ant Tale, 



Of those who choose Their 





sleep to losoy . And in cold dews, With cloat - ed shoes, To 





du* 



lythe milk-ing pail, Tb car- ry the milk- ing pail. 




Ye njrmphs and Sylvan gods 
That love green fields and woods, 

Where Spring newly born 

Herself doth adorn 
With flowers and opening buds, 

Come sing to the praise, 

While flocks do graze 
In yonder pleasant vale. 

Of those who choose 

Their sleep to lose 

And in cold dews, 

With clouted shoes, 
To carry the milking pail. 



When cold bleak winds do roar. 

And flowers can spring no mor«. 
The fields,that were seen 
So pleasant and green, 

By winter are frosted o^er. 
Oh how the town lass 
Looks with her white face, 

And her lips of deadly pale. 
But it is not sc 
With those that go 
Through frost and snow. 
With cheeks that glow. 

To carry the milking pail. 
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When the King shall enjoy his own again. 



Mabtin Parkeb. 

Mentioned in IMT. 



TUNB PUNTKD IN i6M. 



Moderato. 



Voice. 



Piano. 





Book-erdoth pro|(riios-ti -cate Con - oern-ing Kings and Kingdombfate: I 
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take my- self to be as wise As he that ga - seth on the skies. My 
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skillgoes be-yond The depth of a Rmd, . Or Riv-ers in their sor-est rain,Whera 
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i. 
What Booker doth prognosticate 
Concerning Kings and Kingdomb fate: 
I take myself to be as wise 
As he that gaseth on the skies. 

My skill goes beyond 

The depth of a Bond^ 
Or Rivers in their sorest rain^ 

Whereby I can tell 

All things will be well, 
When the King ei^joys his own again. 

s. 
There's neither Swallow, Dove^nor Dade 
Can soar more high or deeper wade, 
Or show more reason from the stars 
What causes peace or civil wars. 

The man in the moon 

May wear out his shoon 
By running after Charles^ Wain; 

But all'b to no end 

For the times will never mend 
Till the King shall enjoy his own again. 



Though for a time we see Whitehall 
With cobwebs hanging on the wall. 
Instead of gold and silver bright 
That glanced with splendour digr and night. 

With rich perfume 

In every room. 
All to delight that princely train, 

But these again shall be 

When the time we shall see 
That the King shall enjoy his own again. 

4. 

Then far upon the northern hill 
My hope shall cast her anchor still, 
Until I see some peaceftil dove 
Bring home the branch I dearly love. 

And there will I wait 

Till the waters abate, 
Which now surround my swimming brain, 

For rejoice will not I 

Till I hear the joyftil cry 
That the Kiog enjoys his own again! 



Thii most famous tong was written to iqihold the oauie of Ghariei Itt, and after his death it served 
the Jacobites as their party song and tune. Many sets of verses were from time to time adapted to the 
fine stirring melody. Booker and the others named were astrologers who, according to their political bias, 
predicted the downfall of the Stuart King and the royalist cause. These predictions were issued in alman- 
acks and pamphlets. 
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To all you ladies now at land. 



WarfU abbreviated;8ftidtobeby 

Lord Dorset. 



Et 



Allegro. 
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To all you la . dies now at land 



men at sea in-dite^But 




I f- J J J ^ iL/j j ,] i J J. ji ijj j f [? 



first would have you un - der- stand How hard it is to write. The 



fr ,"'' "' 1^1 1 



m 



^JTjjjJ 



^m 



'jifct ; r r ^ 



g 



i 



^^ 



■ ' J ^ ' <i 



^ 



!>' r f r ■! i r -^ 



'^ ■>' 



iW J r M 



^^ i 



mu-ses now and Nep-tune too. We must in-vite to write to you. With a 
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i. 

To all you ladies now at land 

We men at sea indite; 
But first would have you understand 

How hard it is to write. 
The muses now and Neptune too 
We must invite to write to you. 

With a fa la la la la la la la la la 



But if the muses should prove kind, 
And fill our empty brain, 

Yet if rough Neptune cause the wind 
To rouse the azure main^ 

Our paper^ pens^and ink and we 

Roll up and down our ships at sea. 
With a fa la> etc. 



s. 
Then if we write not by each post. 

Deem not we are unkind; 
Nor yet conclude our ships are lost 

By Dutch) by French or wind. 
Our tears will find a speedier way, 
The tide shall bring them twice a day. 
With a fk la, etc. 



4. 

The King with wonder and surprise 
Will think the seas grown bold, 

Because the tide does higher rise 
Than ere it did of old. 

But let him know that ^tis our tears 

Bring floods of grief to Whitehall stairs. 
With a fa la, etc. 

s. 
Let wind and weather do its worst, 

Be you to us but kind, 
Let Frenchmen caper, Dutchmen boast. 

No sorrows shall we find. 
Tis then no matter how things go 
Nor who's our friend, or who's our foe. 
With a fa la, etc. 
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I live not where I love. 



Modern Words Anomrmoat 
(LMt line old.) 

Andante espressivo. p 
Voice. 



Old Bnglith r61k air. 




Piano. 



wil-low tree, Pret-ty bloom the gay prim-ro - ses In the meadows wheretfaegr be. 
o'er the lea$ With her lit be gath'ring flowers 6row-ing in mj owncoontry. 
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Joy-ftil sings the lark in hea-ven, Gent - ly coos the tur-tle dove; 
Joy-ful sings the lark in hea-ven, Gent - ly coos the tur-tle^dove; 




poc9 rii 4 dim. 




Yet my heart is h^a-vy io me, For I live not where I love. 
Yet my heart is hea-vy in me, For I live not where I love. 
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John Anderson my jo. 



Words Igr 
ROBERT BUBN8. 
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brent; Bat now your brow is bald, John,Yoiir locks are like the snow, But 
ither; Mow we mann tot -ter down, John, But hand in handwe^ll go, And 





bless -ings on your frost - y pow, John An - der - son^ my jo. 
weH sleep thegither at the foot, John An - der - son, my jo. 
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Portsmouth. 



OLD BNOUSH AIE. 
(Fortamouth.) 
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t. 

Pve coasted round old England 

Where seaports do abound, 
But ne'er a one like Portsmouth 

In Toyagifig have I found. 
There lofty ships are harbourd, 

King% colours at the masti 
They hold within their keeping 

England^ honour fast. 



s. 
I've rambled through the Northland 

Where pretty girls are seen, 
But the merriest maids in England 

Dance on Portsmouth green. 
And one there is among them. 

So dainty, sweet,and kind,- 
A fairer lass than Susan 

Man might never find. 



s. 
Then in the town of Portsmouth 

Mortal Ufe FU end, 
With wife and children round me. 

And many an honest friend. 
And when from them I'm parted, 

Although I win not fame, 
At least I'll leave behind me 

Stainless, honoured^ame. 
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Admiral Benbow. 



Admiral Benbow fought the French (under Admiral Duoaate) in a naval engagement in August 1702, in 
the West Indies. F6ur of his ships deserted him,leaving Benbow's own vessel unsupported. The command - 
ers of the four vessels were tried at Jamaica. In the engagement Benbow had his leg shattered ky * chain 
shot* and of this wound he died some time afterwards 
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sailed to Vir - gin-ia, and thenoeto Boy - al| Where we wa-terU our 





ship -ping and then we weighed all. Full in view on the 
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cap 8tan and weighed speed- i - ly. ^ 



2.0hj we 




Oh we sailed to Virginia and thence to Fayal, 
Where we watered our shipping and then we weighed all. 
Full in view on the seaS; boys, seven sail we did espy, 
we manned our capstan and weighed speedily. 

s. 
Oh, we drew up our squadron in very nice line, 

And boldly we fought them for four hours time. 

But the day being spent, boys,and the night coming on^ 

We left them alone till the very next morn. 

s. 
The verynext morning the engagement proved hot, 

The brave Admiral Benbow received a chain shot. 

And when he was wounded to his merry mei^ did he si^, 

'^ke me up in your arms, boys, and carry me away." 

4. 

Oh the guns they did rattle, and the bullets did fly, 

But Admiral Benbow for help would not cry. 

^ake me down to the cockpit, there is ease for my smarts. 

If my merry men see me it will sure break their hearts." 

s. 
The very next morning at breaking of day 

Th^ hoisted their topsails and so bore away. 

We bore to Port Royal,where the people flocked much 

To see Admiral Benbow carried to Kingston Church. 

Come all you brave fellows, where ever youVe been. 
Let us drink to the health of our Ring and our Queen; 
And another good health to the girls that we know. 
And a third in remembrance of brave Admiral Benbow. 
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Gossip Joan. 



Words barlt tsth cbnturt. 
Allegretto. 
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talk - - ing, Gos - sip Joan. 
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1. 
Good morrowi Gossip Joan, 

Where h«ve yoj been a-walkiiag? 
I have for you. at hofne> 
I have for you at home 
A budget full of talking^ 
Oossip Joan. 

My sparrow^ flown away, 
And will no more come to me; 

rve broke a glass to-d^, (bu,) 
The price will quite undo me, 
Gossip Joan. 

P ve lost a^arry-groat, 
Was left me by my granny, 

I cannot find it out, (hi:) 
I'ye searched in every cranny, 
Gossip Joan. 

4. 

I've lost my wedding ring, 
That was made of silver gilded, 

I had drink would please a king,(W#j 
But that my cat had spilled it. 
Gossip Joan. 

s. 
My pocket is cut off, 

That was full of sugar candy, 
I oannot stop my cough, (Us) 
Without a giH of brandy, 
Gossip Joan. 

e. 
Let's to the ale house go. 

And wash down all our sorrow, 

My griefs you there shall know, (ku.) 

AAd we'll meet again to-morrow. 

Goasip Joan. 



'"" Harry .Oroat s a groat piooe oi Hemry VOIth^i ooiaage. 
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The sweet rosy morning. 



WORDS.- CONTBMPOBABT; 
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mer - ryiiner- ryy mer- ry horns eall ^ome. 
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The 8weet rosy morniog 

Peeps over the hiUs^ 
With blushes adorning 

The mesdows and fields. 
The merry, merry, merry horns call 

Call ''oome, come, come awayi 
Awake from your slumbers 

And hail the new day.* 



The stag roused before us 

Away seems to fly; 
And pants to the ehorus 

Of hounds in ftill cry. 
Then follow, follow, follow, follow 

The musical chase, 
When pleasure and vigour 

And health you embrace. 



Biohard Lev«rUlse was tte corapoter of tome of our finest Bnglish soiigs.He was a bass singer, (bom 
leiO.dled ilSS.). In the istb oentury the bunt was followed by one or two huntsmen furnished with 
large circular horns, (Prench horns) upon which they sounded signals, as the present huntsnuui does on 
the small horn he now carries. 
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The fine old English gentleman. 



This song wm 4 great favourite 70 or M yo&rt ago. It is Ibunded apon aa early 17th oentury obo^ 
called the ^Qneexii old Conrtierr It was first brought into promiaeiioe |y Hemy Phillips. 



Moderato. 




I'll singyou a good old song, that ipvas made tigr a good old pate^ Of a 





fine old Bng-lish gen - tie - man who had an old es-tate; And who 




kept up his old man-sion at a boun - ti -ful old ratoi With a 
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good old port - er to re - lieve the old poor at his gate; 



Like a 





fine old Bng-lish gen - tie - man, one of the old - en time. 




PU sing you a good old song that was made by a good old pate> 
Of a fine old English gentleman who had an old estate; 
And who kept up his old mansion at a bountiful old rate^ 
With a good old porter to relieve the old poor at his gate; 
Like a fine old English gentleman, one of the olden time. 

His hall so old was hung about with pikes, and guns, and bowS; 
And swords and good old bucklers which had stood some tough old blows; 
Twas there ^His Worship'' sat in state, in doublet, and trunk hose^ 
And quaffed a cup of good old sack to comfort his old nose. 
Like a fine old English gentleman, one of the olden time. 

t. 

His custom was when Christmas came to bid his friends repair 

To his old hally where feast and ball for them he did prepare; 
And though the rich he entertained he ne'er forgot the poor. 
Nor was the houseless wanderer e'er driven from the door 

Of this fine old English gentleman, one of the olden time. 

4. 

Yet all at length must bend to fate, so like the ebbing tide. 
Declining gently to the last, this fine old man he died. 
The widows' and the orphans' tears bedewVl his cold grave side, 
And Where's the scutcheon that can show so much the worth and pride , 
Of a fine old English gentleman, one of ihp olden time. 



^H.7S7«. T 
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The jolly waggoner. 



Giocoso. 



Piano. 





wag.gon-iog, a - wag-gon'tng did go> I fillU toy pa-rents* hearts fuU of 



=y=F 



y h V 



^ 



i 



P^ 



■htrT-J 



^ 

/.*. 



i 



J^^ > V 



« 



^ 



=y=y 




80F-roW|grief and woe. And ma-ny were the hard - ships that I did iin-der- 
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gOy Then sing whoa^ mylads^sing whoa! 



Drive on, nny lad8| I 





ho^ Who would not lead the life of a jol - ly wag-gon - er. 




When first I went a-waggoning,a-WBggoning did go, 
I filled my parents' hearts full of sorrow, grief and woej 
And many were the hardships that I did undergo, 

Tlien sing whoa,my lads, sing whoa! 

Drive on, my lads, I ho! 
Who would not lead the life of a jolly waggoner! 



It is a cold and stormy night, and I'm wet to the skin. 
But PQ bear it with contentment till I get to the inn, 
Where I diall get good liquor with the landlord and his friends,- 
Then siQg whoa^my lads, yiog whoa! tie. 



Now sufluner is arcoming, what pleasure we shall see, 
The small birds are a-singing on every bush and treej 
The blackbirds and the thrushes are a-whistling merrilie,- 
Then sing whoa, my lads, sing whoa! tie. 



Befbie the Advenl of railways, kroad wliseled waggons used to ply between the Urge towns for the oou- 
v^yanoe of goods, they wsre drawn hy teams of horses, and were put up for the night at roadside ians^ 
or at one particular inn in a town. The iourney to, or from, might last a week or loqger. Hie so«g 
aad air is probably late ISth century. 
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Gee ho, Dobbin! 



New n.'ordt Igr 

Prank kidson. 



Tina tune, first line h Refrain, iSth cenlnry. 
(tunb printed in n5A) 



Allegretto 




I was a-driv-ing my wag-gon one day. All na - tore was smil-ing, the 



I ; i 



J) ^^ V h :^t=y 



g^ %■ y j^ V V 



3^3E 



3^ 



F ^ ^ P 



f -y V F 



^ ^ ■ y ^ziy 



i 



^ V 



^S 



month it was May. The bells on the hor-ses so mer- ri- ly rang, And 




^ ^ ^ V 



^1 fi V [i t V 



p ^ ^ Exj 



m 



'=f==^ 



1 ^ >■ Jiii -f' ii >IJ> ji ;, J. I J / / j ^ 



this was the sons I so cheer- ful-ly sang. 



Oee hOy Dob-bin; 
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gM bo, IMMitn, Oee bo, Peb-bin^gee up, g«e bo. Oe« ho, Dob- bin, 








gee bo, Dob-bini 



gee . bo, Itob-bifi) gee up, and gee ho. 



i r r n 



^^ 




i. 

Ae I was a driTing my waggooone diy, 

All oatttre was smiliog, the month it was May. 
The bells on the horses so merrily ranig 
And this was the song I so cheerfully sang: 

Oee ho, Dobbin; gee ho> Dobbin, 

Gee ho, Dobbin, gee up and gee ho! 

s. 
The rose was just peeping, the woodbine in bud. 
And gaily were singing the birds in the wood, 
When I spied pretty Susan who begged for a lift. 
And brought me a nosegay to make me a gift. 
Oee ho, Dobbin etc., 

s. 

I sniffed at the blossoms and owned they were sweet 

But naught to the maiden sat next on the seat. 
She blushed like carnation, and said twas enough. 
Bid me look to.noy team and not chatter such stuff. 
Oee fao, Dobbin etc., 

4. 

I pulled up my horses just Outside the town 
And helped pretty Susan to clamber her down. 
She gave me her promise to wed very soon. 
And said,^is now May, I'll be ready in June." 
\ Gee ho, Dobbin etc., 

Om of the most fc^uUr of tsih eentaiy tuMt,«]id ftrequcnily uMd Ibr tofical toivi. The original woHi 
aie nol auitakle for r^rodaelloBy mm obm luv* therefbie keen written Ibr tke a^ized by V^OOQ FC 
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The lovesick frog. 



V«rtioiit ofthii 



kalUd ar« ftnmdM early m tb» t«th oortiiry. 



Piano. 



Allegro. 





rfr M > i J >j. i r I pipr > > i 



frog he would a - woo- ing go^ 



Heigh hoi'' said Rowley, 



? 



^ 



V8 J' ly ■> J^^ 



^^ 



I 



C^^P V^lji^^rPg 



i 



V ^ B ^ V 



^ 




frog he would a - woo - ing go Whether his mother would lethim or no^With a 



^^ 



^H *i h 



j^ ^ H JM S 



^1 <t Ji^f S 



^ 



^ 



Vj J, i> i, p ^ 



^^ 



I 



ji^^* p ^ '» 



^ 



1 t t 1 H 




row - ley pow - ley gammon and spinach Heigh hoi said An-to - ny Rowley . 




Fim€. 
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A frog he would a-wooing go ^ 

^Heighho'said Rowley , 
A frog he would a-wooing go 
Whether his mother would let him or no. 
With a rowley powley gammon and spinach ^ 
Heigh ho*/ said Antony Rowley. 



As they were in glee and merry making, 

''Heigh ho!'' said Rowley, 
As they were in glee and merry makiiq^ 
A cat and her kittens came tumbling in, 
With a rowley powley gammon and spinach, 

''Heigh ho!'' said Antony Rowley 



a. 

So off he set with his opera hat, 

"Heigh ho! "said Rowley, 
So off he set with his opera hat. 
And on the road he met with a rat, 
Wth a rowley, etc. 



The cat she seized the rat by the crown, 

"Heigh ho!'' said Rowley, 
The cat she seized the rat by the crown, 
The kittens they palled the little mouse down. 
With a rowley, etc. 



s. s. 

They soon arrived at the moused hall This put Mr Frog in a terrible plight, 

"Heigh ho! 'said Rowlc^r, "Heigh ho!'' said Rowley, 

They soon arrived at the moused hall, This put Mr Frog in a terrible pUght, 

They gave a loud tap and they gave a loud call, He took up his hat and said Oood-night^' 

With a rowley, etc. With a rowley,etc. 



Pray, Mrs Mouse, are you within? 

"Heif^ ho!"said Rowley, 
Fray, Mrs Mouse, are you within? 
Yes,kind sir8,l'm sitting to spin. 
With a rowley, etc. 



As Froggy was crossing it over a brook, 

"Heigh hol"said Rowley, 
As Fr<^ggy was crossing it over a brook 
A lily-white duck came and gobbled him up, 
With a rowley,etc. 



Come, Mrs Mouse, pray giwe us some beer 

"Heigh ho!"said Rowley, 
Come, Mrs Mouse, pray give us some beer 
That Froggy and I may have good cheer. 
Wth a rowley, etc. 



10. 

So here is the end of my one two and three, 

"Heigh ho!"said Rowley, 
So here is the end of my one two and three. 
The Rat,the Mouse and the little Froggy, 
With a rowley, etc. 
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Kate, the primrose girl. 



Adapted from an early song* last verse old. 



Andante 



Voice. 




Piano 



val - ley and wood, prim - ros - es I brinfi^; The 






dull dis - mal streets prim - ros - es I cry, 



Come 






^ 



rs 



p 



^^ 



i 
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buy my prim- rot - es! 



irhoU buy prim-ros - es? 




From valley aod wood primroses I bring. 
The first of the flowers to tell of the Spring. 
Throu^ dull dismal streets primroses I cry. 
Come buy my primroses! who'll buy primroses? 
Who'll buy primroses^ who'll buy^ who'll buy? 



Their petals so fair, so fragile and pale, 
How sweet they all nestled within the deep vale; 
With each wide eyed flower looking up to the sky . 
Come buy my primroses^ etc. 



Then buy of poor Kate; prinuroses I seU^ 
Through London's fair city Im known very well, 
I tramp through the streets either wet shod or dry. 
Come buy my primroses, etc. 
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Row dow dow.orTheDrum. 



Adapted from an old soko. 

First V9rt« old. 



Alia marcia. 



Voice. 



Piano. 




1^ I I I Ci I I I li'li II I u U 

Cae-sar once re - nown'd in fame For a migh-ty arm and a 



I ' I || || 



^ 



^m 
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laiir • elled brow^^th his '^ve - ni, vi - di, vi - ci" came^ And 



^ || f f 






^^ 



i 



* 



^ 






Ifi I ifii r II |i I I I 



con -quef^d the world with his row, dow, do9r. 

8" 



Row, dow, dow, 
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torn, Aow, dov, And coa-que/dtheworldwitthit row, dov, dov. 




^W 



t 



m 




p 






3S 



I. 

Great Caesar once renowned in t$me 
For a mighty arm and a laurelled brcfWf 

With his^eniyVidiyVtci/'came 

And conquered the world with his row dow dow. 

Row» dow^doWy row, dow, dow. 

And conquered the world with his- row dow dow. 



And Marlborough when he took the field, 
The historians all will tell you how 

At Blenheim and at Oudenarde, 

Great victories won with his row dow dow« 

Row dow dow, etc. 

s. 
When Wellington met Bonaparte, 

'Twas just the same I will avow- 
Until at last,at Waterloo, 

The Frenchmen ran from his row, dow, dow. 
Row dow dow, etc* 



4. 

If when invaders dare to come 

Upon our shores, should fate allow. 

In freedoms cause well beat the drum 
And they n all fly at its row, dow, dow. 

Row dow dow, etc. 
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My dog and my gun. 



Words,- Contemporary 

Allegr o ma non troppo 

Plant). 



JOSBPH BAILDON. 
Printed 1761. 




Let gay ones and great Make the most Of their f ate ^ From 
For sweet balxn-y air To the fields I re -pair, While the 




| y C^ ■(' 




pleasure to pleasure they nin. 
mist yet en - vel- opes the sun . 



From pleas- ure to pleasure they 
While the mist yet en - vel- opes the 




rCOfff vf 



J. 1 J' l p > p r c j' P J' P r 



run; 
suh 



Well, who cares a jot, I en- vy them not while 

And troubles I find Are soon left be - hind If 




I have my dog and my gun, While I have my dog and my gun. 

I^ebut my dog and my gun,. If Ivebut my dog and my gun. 



^irJjrO"0 i "'^^'O 



^tt 
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p * » P v ^ 
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Peaceful slumbVing on the ocean. 



JAJfi8 Cobb. 



STBPHBN STOBACl. 
From the Opera oT^he Piretes'\7M« 



Andante 



Voice. 



Pieno. 




l l'^J j-l'r v\ Q t r J' l f tQ f \ i ^ J j .l 



Sea* men fear no dan-ger nigh. The wind and waves in gen -tie mo-tion 
Still no dan-ger they des-cry, The guile -less heart its boon be-stow-ing 




Soothe them with their lul - la - by. 
Soothes them with its lul - la- by , 




^ 



m 



lul-U-by, Inl-U-liy, lul-U-by, lal-la-tiy, 
Ittl-U-by, hil-la-by, lul-la-ty, lul- U-ty, 



W 



J J' J J' 



J yr^i 
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m 



3= 




Soothe them with their lul* la*by, lul - la-by, lul - la - by.. 

Soothesthemwith its lul - la- by, ^^^ lul - la- by, lul - la * by. 



^rrji} 
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^ 
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^ 




^^ 
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J^ 
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Ere around the htige oak. 



John </ kbbfpi. 



WOiLIAM SHnHiD. 
Firom the ofera of'The fknMr *flM 



Andantino. 



Voice. 




Piano. 



Bre A- round the huge oak that o^er- 




>^had-ows yon mill The fond i - vy had dared to en - twine^ Kre the 



i 



d^ 



m 




I 
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<dinreh wm a ra • in that stands on th» hJB. Or the 




1^ 1^1 |i Jl I' I J. 
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r(H3k built her nest in the pine. 



Or the 
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rook built her nest in the pine. 



free. 




Bre around the huge oak that o'er- shadows yon mill 
The fond ivy had dared to entwine; 

Bre the church was a ruin that stands on the hill. 
Or the rook built her nest in the pine. 
Or the rook built her nest in the pine. 



CkMild I trace back the time to a far distant date 
When my forefathers toiled in this field; 

And the farm I now hold on your honour's estate 
Was the same that my grandfather tillil, 
Was the same that my grandfather tiil<l* 



He, dying y bequeathed to his son a good name^ 

WhichyUnsuUiedy descended to me^ 
For my child iVe preserved it, unblemished with shame. 

And it still from a spot shall be free, 

And it still from a spot shall be free . 
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Old Ballad. 

slightly Altered. 



The jolly ploughboy. 



oldaib 

iHfflieh or Irtth. 



Allegretto. 



Voice. 



Piano. 




| |'»S JiJ -IMJ J hj J I f^\i'_,i JM 






was a brisk youn^ plough - boy A - plough- ing of his land,. 



He 



v*ti r P r P 



r Pr P 
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^^ 
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called up -on his hor - ses And bade them gent - ly stand He 



*^»ii^l f P 
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sat hioKself down on his plough, A song for to be - gin, — .... His 
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pQco rii. 



m iemfo 




voice was so me - lo - di - ous He made tfae val - ley ring. With his 





too ran nan nan - ty na, Siqg too ran nan nan - ty na 



Sing 




ig » ii 'i ji h .ii ji s 




too ran nan, too ran nan Too rannan;too ran nan Too ran nan nan - ty na 




i. 
There was a brisk young ploughboy 

A-ploughing of his land> 
He called upon his horses 

And bade them gently stand. 
He sat himself down on his plough; 

A song for f o begin> 
His voice was so melodious 

He made the valley ring. 

Ck0ru$r 

With his too ran nan nanty nay 
Sing too ran nan nanty na^ 
Sing too ran nan^ too ran nan. 
Too ran nan^ too ran naoy 
Too ran nan nanty na. 



There was a pretty maiden 

A-nutting in the wood^ 
And when she heard her ploughboy siqg 

She listened as she stood. 
She cri^d^o voice could sing so sweet , 

No bird could sing more cleari 
Than my own sweetheart ploughboy, Jaok 

My valentine this year' 
Ckorutr 

Staging too ran nan nanty na. 
Sing too ran nan nanty na. 
Sing too ran nan, too ran nan. 
Too ran nan; too ran nan. 
Too ran nan nanty na. 



Digitized by 



Go* 



t.wii: 



84 



The sweetheart gate 



WORBSrBllWIlf WAUCIH. 



AIB,THI MAKCHI8TIB ANOIL. 



Moderate 



Voice. 



[ |V»II l M»>i l ^J'J'>iJ l J JlJ >l 



Piano. 



Othere^s mo-ny agateeawtof eawrtearamend^ut 
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nob«bttt one for me. It winds by a rind - lin^ way-ter side^ An! 




yMi J p J ^ 



I ^ ""^ 
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o*er a po * aied ^ Jea 



It wan- ders tn-to a sha-dy dell^An' 



..;,L^r_fr ir rTTf t^jT^ |;j_/ 1 H' 



M l .r^^ Hp ^ 
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when awVe done forth' day.. 



Aw nev-er can sat -tie this 
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heart c^mmeyBeawt walk - in deawn that way. 




Fime, 



Ohy there's mony a gate eawt of eawr teawn-end. 

But nobbut one for me . 
It winds by a rindlin' wayter side , 

An' o'er a posied lea. 
It wanders into a shady dell. 

An when awVe done forth' day 
Aw never can sattle this heart o' mine, 

Beawt walkin' deawn that way. 



Its noather garden nor posied lea. 

Nor wayter rindlin' clear, 
But deawn i'th' vale there's a rosy nook. 

An' my true love lives there . 
Its alius summer where's t hearts content, 

Tho' wintry winds may blow, 
An' there's never a gate ats so kind to th'foot 

As th' gate one likes to go. 

s. 

When aw set off o' sweetheartin' awVe 

A theawsan' things to say; 
But the very first glent rf yon chinibley top, 

It drives 'em aw away; 
An' when aw meet wi my bonny lass, 

It sets my heart ajee. 
Oh, there's summat i' th' leet o'yon two blue e'en 

That plays the dule wi'me! 



NOTB: Only the first three verses of this cKAriniiig poem are used. 

Ifat« — way or road. beawt.— without. 

rind lin'— trick lin/^. posied lt»a.— flow ry meadow. 

teawn end— town end. eawt.— out. 

deawn— down . eawr.— our. 
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The girl I left behind me. 



Words r- Contimporabt. 
Allegro. 

, Q .L 

Voice. 



BXGLISH AIR. 
(Known m BrigMon Canp) 



Piano. 





lone-some since I crossil the hill And o'er the moor and val - ley. Such 
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hea-vy thoug^fats nijr heart doth fill^ Sinoe part - iog with mjr Sal -_ ly. I 
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seek no more the fine or gay, For each does but re - mind me How 
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swift the hours do pass a-way^Withthe girl I left be - hind me. 



|>''-i-J ri J ^ 



^^ 
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^ 
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I'm lonesome since I crossed the hill 

And o'Ser the moor and valley. 
Such heavy thoughts my heart do fill> 

Since parting with my Sally. 
I seek no more the fine or gay, 

For each does but remind me 
How swift the hours do pass away, 

With the girl I left behind me. 

9. 

Oh, ne'er shall I regret that night. 

The stars were bright above me, 
And gently lent their silvVy light 

When first she vowed .to love me. 
And now Vm bound to Brighton camp. 

Kind heaven then pray guide me> 
And send cpe safely back again 

To the girl I left behind me. 

t. 

The bee shall honey taste no more, 

The dove become a ranger, 
The falling waves shall cease to roar, 

Ere I shall seek to change her. 
The vow we registered above 

Shall ever cheer and bind me 
In constancy to her I love, 

The girl I left behind me. 

4. 

My mind her form shall still retain? 

In sleeping and in waking, 
Until I see my love again. 

For whom my heart is breaking. 
If ever I return that way, 

And she should not decline me, 
I evermore will live and stay 

With the girl I left behind me. 
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Under the rose. 



WORDS FROM BALLAD 8HXBT. 

Moderate. 



English Air. 



Piano. 




^ 



t 



^ 



r If I 



/?\ 
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Fine. 
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As Mars «ad Mi-ner-va were viewingof someimplementsBello - na slept forwardand 
Were they lor repair- ing those war- like instrumentsThat'snowgrowingnisty for 



m 
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^^ 



^^ 



Lsnowgrowingnisty for 
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s 






ask - ed the news, 
want to be used? 



The mon-ey iswithdrawnandourtradeis di-minnsh-ingyMe- 




Chan - ics are wandring with-out shoes or hose, Come stir up the wars and our 
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trade will be flourishinif. This grand conver-sa - tionwas un - der the rose. 
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t. 
As Mars and MiaerYa were Yiewing of 84Miie impleoieatt 

Bellona ttepi forward aad aaked tke news 

Were they for repairing those warlike instrtiments 

That's now growing msty for want to he used? 

The money is withdrawn and our trade is dinunishingi 

Mechanics are wandVing without shoes or hose, 

Come stir up the war s, and our trade will be flourishing* 

This grand conversation was under the rose. 

n* 
See how they transact in the States of America; 
Renowfied independence sits on the throne. 
They are not misguided by the schemes of a ministry, 
That would extract marrow from the centre of a bone. 
Had we enlarged that hero who set the world a-trembling, 
Whose name was a terror to his imperial foes, 
Although the day he lost it, it was brought by dissem1>ling. 
This grand conversation was under the rose. 

s. 
He was a fine statesman, likewise a noble general. 

His ei|ual in France was. never seen before. 

His abilities were as bright as the "diamond or the mineral, 

Which thousands might verify that lay in their gore . 

It was thought he was guided by the hand of Providence 

Until his gallant army he did wildly expose . 

And when fortune did slight him it proved a bitter consequence. 

This grand conversation was under the rose. 

4. 

Here's the farmer and comedian wish that great Bonaparte 

Would come on the stage and act a new play. 

For thqr find their industry is led by a ministerial art 

And all is not sufficient their d^t for to pay. 

But the acts of Napoleon would make the money fly about 

Until, combined in policy, they did him dispose. 

And thousands who rejected him would be glad to see him again. 

This grand conversation was under the rose. 

S. 
But Britannia of late has einected a grand residence 

Bmbellished with a hall and an emblem of peace. 

And His Majesty is crowned with the greatest of opulence. 

But her sportsmen are idle and have no game to chase. 

Her anchor's in harbour, her hearty tars they want their grog, 

The broom at the masthead shows the daring foes. 

That hc^ sweep the main ocean when again she bravely heaves the log . 

This grand conversation was under the rose . 

This quaint prodootloB it inserted »■ type or kaUad tojia in the ttreett and towns shortly arter the oon- 
dMioB of the Napoleohio wars. Thousands of soMiers were disbanded after the battle of Waterloo had 
brought European peace^and moeh distress was felt f^m unemployment. Kany cried oat for a renewal 
of the war as a means of reviving trade^aod the ballad voices this Remand. The air is rood and was •^\r^ci]r> 
ployedfor many similar son^s at a later period. Digitized by VjUU^ IV^ 
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I(ibe a butterfly • 



T.H, Bayly. 



MBLODY BY. T.H. Bayly. 



Allegretto 



Voice. 




Piano. 



Id be a butter f ly, born in a bowV^Where 
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flow - er to f lower. And kiss-ing all buds that are pretty and sweet . 
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Id nev-er lang-uishfor wealth or for power^ 



Id n ev-er sigh to see 
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slaves at my feet- 



Icl be a but-tcr-fly, born in a hovfi^ And 
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kiss -ing all buds that are pretty and sweet. 



Id be a but-ter-fly, 




J n,i 



Kissing all buds that are pret-ty and sweet. 




Id be a butterfly,born in abowV, 

Where roses and lillies and violets meet^ 
Roving for ever from flo^'er to flower , 

And kissing all buds that are pretty and sweet 
Id never languish for wealth or for power, 

I'd never sigh to see slaves at my feet; 
I'd be a butterfly^born in a bowV, 

And kissing all buds that are pretty and sweet 
1(1 be a butterfly, 
- Kissing all buds that are pretty and sweet. 



Oh could I pilfer the wand of a fairy, 

I'd have a pair of those beautiful wings; 
Their summer da/s ramble is sportive and airy, 

They sleep in a rose when the nightingale sings, 
Tl^ose who have wealth must bewatchful and wary« 

Power, alas! nought but misery brings. 
I'd be a butterfly, sportive and airy, 

Rocked in a rose when the nightingale sings . 
i'd be a butterfly, 

Rocked in a rose when the nightingale sings. 



What though you tell me each gay little rover 

Shrinks from the breath of the first Autiunn. 
Surely tis better when summer is over 

To die when all fair things are fading away. 
Some in life's winter may toil to discover 

.M"feans of procuring a weary delay. 
I'd be a butterfly, living a rover, 

Dying when fair things are fading away. 
I'd be a butterfly, 

Dying when fair things are fading away. 
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The dimpled cheek. 



DR. Walcot. 
Peler Fiadar. 



OLD WBL8H Air. 

Twll yn ei Boch. 



Moderato. 
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What have I done that my Ma* rj should 
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fly..... me? What is my guilt that with scorn she should eye me? 
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him who a - dores thee 
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What have I done that my Mary should fly me? 
What is my guilt that with scorn she should eje me? 
Tell me, ah tell the fond swain who implores thee, 
And banish the sorrow of him who adores thee . 



Is it a fault for thy beauty to languish? 

To sigh, and to look on a rival with anguish? 

Is it a crime at thy presence to tremble? 

Think, think of thy charms then how hard to dissemble . 

s. 

Thine are the lilies and thine are the roses 

Which Flora, when dress'd in AiU beauty, discloses; 
Sweet is the smile on thy dimpled cheek glowing, 
Bright are the locks o'er thy fair forehead flowing . 

4. 

Yet if a crime for thy hand to be sighing. 
Yet if a crime for thy smile to be dying, 
Great is my guilt -not a mortal will doubt it,— 
Yet let me plead that no swain is without it. 
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Words'^ 
CHABLSS MATHSWS. 



Jenny Jones- 



Welsh Air ^y 

John Parry; 
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val - ley I prixe far a - bove, ¥>or in - deed in my heart I do 
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My nameb Edward Morgan, I live at Llangollen, 
The vale of St.Tatyd the flower of North Wales. 
My father and mother, too^ live at Llangollen, 
Good truth I was born in that sweetest of vales. 
Yes indeed, and all countries so foreign and beautiful, 
That little valley I prize far above, 
For indeed in my heart I do love that Llangollen 
And sweet Jenny Jones, too, in truth I do love. 



I parted, a lad, from the vale of my fathers. 
And left Jenny Jones, then a pretty young lass. 
But now Ite returned a storm beaten old mariner, 
Jenny from Jones into Morgan shall pass. 
And we'll live on pur cheese, and our ale in contentment, 
And long through our dear native valley will rove. 
For indeed in our hearts we do love that Llangollen, 
And sweet Jenny Morgan till death I will love. 
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The withered leaf 



WORM.- ANONYMOUS 

Moderate. 
Voice. 



Old WEhSR AIR. 
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sea- eon the green for- eet smile, Ah! well may%t thou shrink from the 
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Sere form of frail beauty that blooind for a while 
And bade for a season the green forest smile, 
AhlweU may'st thou shrink from the pitiless blast 
And pine for the days that for ever are past 



No more the warm noon day^or evening dew 
Shall rear tlqr weak stem^tt^ lost verdure renew. 
Soon, soon must thou part from thy fostering sprigr, 
And November's rude blast bear thee ruthless awi^. 



Fit emblem of man in a moralist^ eye. 

His flowery Spring is like thine, soon gone by; 

His Summer's proud strength for a short season grows 

And Autumn precedeth life's wintVy close. 
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Jenny's mantle. 



Old WBL8H Air. 

Jennyli mantle. 



Allegretto. 



Voice. 



Piano. 
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Will you come out to gath-er the fresh- ly blown ros - es? 
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Come a-way^oome a-way, Jenny, Jenny dear. O, I will showyou pretty things , 





Butter - flies with painted wingSyComethen qttickly,come,nqr Jenny, Jen-ny dear . 




*• roses? 

Will you come out to gather the freshly blown 

Listen to the larks early song! 
The fields are bright with midsummer posies* 

Come, my Jenny, with me come along. 
Go don your silken mantle gay, 

This is now our holiday; 
Come away, come away, 
Jenny, Jenny dear. 
0,1 will show you pretty things. 
Butterflies with painted wing^, 
Come then quickly, come^my Jenny, Jeni^ dear. 



jj shining, 

The clouds are dispersing,the son bright is 

Worship nature at her own shrine. 
Then why in shade should we be repining, 

All the world like gold does shine . 
Go don your silken mantle gay. 

This is now our holiday; 
Come away,come away, 
Jemiy, Jenny dear. 
0,1 will show you beauties rare, 
Flowers bright without compare. 
Come then quickly, come^my Jenny, Jemgr dear. 
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The blind harper. 
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harp aad voice to bon- our Wales My feeble strains 111 try. 
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Tbotigb better minstrels far than I 

May strike the quivVing string; 
And bards more worthy of the theme 

Thy praises loud shall sing; 
Yet ly a wandring harper blind. 

With sightless upturned eye, 
By harp and voice to honour Wales 

My feeble strains 111 try. 



My voice upraised to wild swept chords 

I sing thy fertile dales; 
Thy frowning mountains, rushing streams. 

And all that makes thee, Wales. 
All these I love and all have seen 

Though gone now is my sight,— 
I can but feel the breezes play 

For all the rest is night. 



But even yet, if yell but list, 

To my old harp's best note, 
111 sing to you your country s deeds, 

To them my soqgs devote. 
Now guided by my faithfbl hound 

I stray from door to door, 
And tell how Wales has fought and bled, 

And tales of old time lore. 



The old Welsh and Irish harpers were frequently blind, either from birth or as the result of acoideni or 
disease. The profession of harper or piper was thus frequently resorted to as a means of livelihood « 
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General Monks march. 



George Monk, afterwards Doke of Al^marle, waa bom in teos. He was a distin^oished general and fsonghi 
for Charles I. during the ParUameniary wars . He died WtQ. The fine tone is found, as "L(ord)Monkb Mareh^^ 
print in ld«S . At a later date, m», it is printed as ''Monk's March with the Wanders'.' Its supposed association 
with the Monks of Bangor^ who were massacred about eot^has no Justification. 

. ,, Air claimed as wblsh. 
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Piano. 



Loosenyour swordyStrikefortheLord, Dashdown re-bels 
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Which has stood this thou - sand year 
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March all ye men 
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ft. 
Loosen your sword, 

Strike for the Lord; 
Dash down rebels in their might; 

For Charles is your king, 

Victoiybringi 
They will find that we can fight! 
Cromwelll force we need not fear; 
Send him back to brew his beer! 

He woald clutch the crown , 

Monarchy pull down. 
Which has stood this thousand year. 



March all ye men 

Into their den, 
Spare not the sword in battle's fray; 

But conquer or die, 

Never fly, 
From base rebels such as they. 
Fortune smiles on all who fight 
In the cause for Charles, and right^ 

Parliament may frown. 

Fight for the crown, 
Shout ^f or King^before you smite! 



It was pofuUrly tnppoted that Oliver Croimren was a brewsr. His father wae a brewer at Hnntinifdoa, 

and it it probable that the ton had tome oonneotion with the business. _. . . , ^ ■ / ^ir if 1 1 /> 
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Megan's daughter. 



WOUnrJ P.M.DoyA8T01l. 

Andante oon moto. 
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bu-iag On a youth that his hope with thy hand must re - 
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The daughter of Megan so lovely and blooming 

I met in Glenavon^ gay glittering hall; 
And high rose my heart^anibition assuming, 

To dance with the damsel the bloom of the balL 
Oh, daughter of Megan, look not so alluring 

On a youth that his hope with thy hand must resign. 
That now the sad pang of despair is enduring. 

For the splendour thou loyst can never be mine . 



s. 
Go, daughter of Megan to castles of splendour. 

Each eye that beholds thee thy presence shall bless; 
And the delicate mind feel a passion more tender 

On thy beauties to gaze than anotheHs possess . 
But, daughter of Megan, tomorrow lin going 

On ocean to sail where the rude billows roar, 
And I feel my full heart with affliction overflowing 

For perhaps I nuiy gaze on thy beauties no more . 
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The maid of Llanwellyn. 



WORDSr Joanna baillib. 
Moderato. 



Voice. 



Piano. 
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1. 

Iv6 no sheep on the mountain nor boat on the lake. 

Nor coin in my coffer to keep me awake; 

Nor com in my garner, nor fruit on my tree, 

Yet the maid of Llanwellyn smiles sweetly on me. 



a. 
Rich Owen will tell you, with eyes fall of scorn, 

Threadbare is my coat, and my hosen are torn. 

Scoff on, my rich Owen, for faint is thy glee 

When the maid of Llanwellyn smiles sweetly on me • 

The farmer rides proudly to market and fair, 

And the clerk at the ale house still claims the great chair, 

But of all our proud fellows the proudest fll be 

While the maid of Llanwellyn smiles sweetly on me . 
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The inspired bard. 



W0BD8:- Joanna Baillib. 

Moderato. miUefati 
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Now bar the door and shut out the gale And 
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fire. 



And thrill- ing harp my soul in - spire. 
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1. 



3. 



Now bar the door and shut out the gale, 
And fill the horn- with foaming ale , 
A eheerful cup, and rousing fire, 
And thrilling harp mjr soul inspire . 



Come, mountain maid in Sunday gown, 
With healthy cheek of rosy brown, 
Here sit thou gaily by the while 
And nod .thy head and sweetly smile . 



Dark rusted arms of ancient proof 
Hang clanging from the breecy roof: 
And tell of many a Welshman bold, 
And long remembered deeds of old. 



Draw clos.er, friends^the table round. 
And cheerly greet the rising sound : 
Loye^arms^and ale and rousing fire 
And thrilling harp my soul inspire . 
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WORDS r- J.F. M. DOVASTON. 

Andante. 



Voice. 



Piano. 



Old WBL8H ICBLODT. 
PiibUshedr784. 



I ■ if'~^r^^' 



Loth to de- 

Life has no 

Mo - meats afe 




Im meMiuhen cantabile. 



Fine. 



rf i)'.! I I ff r I l u i M,i"|iri'ii 



part, love. And heavy at h^^art^ovoi My love all ath- wart^love^Thy bow-er to 
blessing Half worth pos-sess-ing Like heart to heart pressing In true lovetfaat 
Ma yflowVsWth thee mid the yay flo w^s,While love with his dayflowj-s II - Inminesth e 




^ 



^m 



rry 



i 



m 



^^ 



i^ 



m 



leave. Like the iMile sun de - clin - in^. The sweet hills rb - 



leave. Like the pale sun de - clin - ing. The sweet hills 
heave In this haHowSi glow^love, Bm - bios - som'd 

heart. In thine eyes dew-y beaming His part » ing 
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^m 
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ways 



m 



4 ^ n 



^ 
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-sign -ing Thro' wa - ter clouds shin- ing. He weeps (ier the wave. 

grow,love,And this in full blowy love, I tin - ger to leave* 

gtreaming, And oht while His gleaming Im loth to de - part . 
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The shepherd's absence- 



W0BD8.— Mrs Opib. 



Voice. 



Piano. 



^ 



Allegro agitato. 



WBLSH AIB. 
The Red Pipers Melody. 



i D O I I 



^ 



V^'i r \ \ 






f. Where is my..... 

s. Fain, would I thin! 



wen. 



m 



i 



P 



1 



E 



i 



* 



I 



^^ 



so, 



* 




where is my.... true love? saw ye the shep-herd that's .dear- est... to.. 

sad when we part-ed Ap-peared the dear shepherd with tears in.... his... 
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fl'i 1^ \ 
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me?. 
eyes 



Where art 
Pale was. 



I''' Oi 



thoa.. wan - dVing! Come back to^ 
his.... cheek too, but ma. - ny.., 

i <j L 
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my..., 
have 
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view, love, art thou not ea - ger.. thy... 
smart - ed From treac^-er - 

X 



#^tVt 



i 



hid .- den., in 



pt- 



k 



Ma - ry to see? 
truft..love's dis - guise. 



Long, 
For 
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^^ 



i 



^Tl 



I 



^^ 



£ 



Digitized by V^jOCjy ItT 

H.7i7e. 



m 



l^'v r r r I f p r i r r cjir » r f 



long^ does he tar 
men, 'tis most cer 



ry, ah, sure - ly 
tain, were ev - er 



some new love De - 
false heart - ed. And 
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tains o'er the moun- tains my 
those who a - dore them, a 



- wen from me 
lasL they des - pise. But 
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swains, do not.... grieve me, Still kind - ly. de - ceive me, And 

oh,^ do hot.... grieve me. Still kind - ly., de - ceive me, And 
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an - swer Thy 
teU me thAt 



wen., 
wea. 



IS.. 

for.. 



con - stant to 
Ma - ry still 



thee." 
sighs. 
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But who oomes yon - der? Ah, 'tia._ my... 



I 'I l[lJ 
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erne. 
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O- wen, And smil-ing he has -tens his Ma - 17.... to..... greet. His 
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ten - dec... im - pa - tienoeeach ea - ger... step show- ing To 
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which my fond heart gives an.... an - swer-ing beat. Now fooi-ish tears 
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where- fore,why thus are ye.... flow-inj^7 My 0-wen will fan- cy I 
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grieve when we.., meet. No hell nev - er... leave me, nor ev - er..... de 
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ceive me. Oh heav'n! those kind glan - cesl... my..... joy..... is com - 
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Chirk Castle. 



W0SD8.- Joanna Baillib. 



Old WBL8H Air. 

The minstrelsy of Chirk Castle. 



Moderato. (N^i toofati) 



Voice. 



> » ;; IP p p ^ 



i. In days of ancient 
•.Still may he- to - ic 



Piano. 




i 
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sto - ry, When min-streis sung be - fore ye The strains of love and 

sto- ry, By min-strels sung be- fore ye, Breathe mirth, and joy, and 
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glo - ry In Chirk Cas-tl^ Hall, With glowingardour tell - ing, Innumbersboldand 
glo- ry In Chirk Cas-tle's Hall, YourwandHngbardsin-vit-ing The sorcialboardsto 
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strong^ The deeds of brave Lie- wel -lyn In he - ro - ic song, 
grace, Sweet har-mon- y u - nit- ing Cam- briars tune - ful race. 
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Chirk Castle, in Deiibi|rhshlre,iBan ancient and strongly built castle, which is still used as a reljdeiiee. H.TStS. 
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when a spright-ly mea-sure Re - vived de -part - ed... plea-sure^ And 
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fan - cy from her trea - sure Did fkd - ed joys re - call. Your 



I 




^ 



^ 



i 



zX 



^^ 



^ 



^^ 



# 



i 



Ji, JlJ' J' I p p. p i Ji, Ji j>. jhj ^ p. I 

lult - ed roofs re - sound - inir. The youth - ful train ad - vance. Each 



i 



^^ 



^ 




^ 



^ 



1 



i 



^^ 



^ 



^ 



I 



DC for 3rd Vene. 
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heart with trans-port bound- ing In the..... ma - zy dance. 
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The flowers of the heath. 



WOBDS.— ANONTMOVS. 

Allegretto. 



Voice. 



PUiO. 



^^ 



Air.- BLOOAuk 6RV0. (OM Welih.) 
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▼io - let, and the„..prim-ro8e too. Be - neath a shel-tring thorn-y bough, In..... 
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bright and live - ly..... col - oure blow And cast.... sweet fnegranoeronnd. Where 
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beds of....thyme in.... due - ters lajyThe heath rose opes its... eyes in.... Jlay^ And 
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cow-slips too their sweets dis-play Up - on the heath -y ground 
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The violetyand the primrose too, 
Benenth a sheltering thongr bough , 
In bright and lively colours blow, 
And cast sweet fragrance round. 
Where beds of thyme in clusters lay, 
The heath rose opes its eye in May, 
And cowslips too their sweets display 
Upon the heathy ground. 



Here shepherds meet at close of day, 
To chant their merry roundelay, 
And chase unhappy thought away,— 
No discord here is found. 
Harmonious notes make mountains ring, 
When minstrels strike the trembling string. 
And merry shepherds dance and sing 
Upon the heathy ground. 



'Blodanr grug\* literally tranflUted.signi/ies the heath blosaom (Xriea, in boUay). The word *heath' 
bearing another acceptation is used in this song denoting an open space of ground enriched by the 
different flowerets mentioned. (Original note attached to the song.) 
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Here's his health in water. 



After the defeat at Culloden in April 1746 the followers of Prince Charles Sdward underwent i^reat privations 
in their attempt to escape from the troops sent to search for them . Many secreted themselves in csves and rooky 
l^lens. It was difficult for them to obtain food, and the health of their Prince or Kin^^ was more frequently 
drank in water from the burn than in wine or spirits .The song describes the feelinn^s of one in such hiding. 



Allegro con spir ito 



Piano. 




\i ' ' I r 1 ^' J' r " i j- i f i\ ^ ' " n i 



Al - though his back be at the wa' An-oth-er was the 




fau' - ter, Al - though his back be at the wa' Yet here^ his health in 




LLU i QlL' ' Lig 




wa - ter. He gat the skaith^he gat the scorn, I lA him yet the 




bet- ter; Though in the muir I hide for- lorn, 111 drink his health in 
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ter^ Al - though his back be at the wa' Yet here^ his health in 




Although his back be at the wa 

Another was the fauter, . 
Although his back be at the wa' 

Yet here's his health in water. 
He gat the skaith^he gat the scorn, 

I lo'e him yet the better; 
Though in the muir I hide forlorn, 

fu drink his health in water; 
Although his back be at the wa' 

fll drink his health in water. 



Ill maybe live to see the day 

When hounds shall get the halter, 
And drink his health in usquebae 

As I do now in water. 
I yet may stand as I hae stood 

Wi him through rout and slaughter, 
And bathe my hands in scoundrel blood 

As I do now in water. 
Although his back be at the wa' 

Yet here's his health in water . 



faiiter - defaulter . 
fkaith • harm, 
muir - moor, 
uf quebae - whisky . 
wa'- waH. 
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The sun rises bright in France. 



Many of thofe conoeraed in the J«oobiie rebellions off 1711 aa4 fl4i etci^ed to France and dare not return to 
the land off their birth. 

jacobits sova. 



Andantino espressione, 



Voice. 



Piano. 
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bright in France And fair sets 



he. 



But he has lost the 




i ■!'' Iij'i I J J\t>l ■<■ Cif l r [!■ M 



blink he had In my ain conn -trie. 



Its nae my 




ru 



in That aye weets my ee, But the dear Mar-ie I 
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The sun rises bright in France 

And fair sets he. 
But he has lost the blink he had 

In my ain count rie. 
Itb nae my ain ruin 

That aye weets my e^ , 
But the dear Marie Heft a-hin, 

Wi sweet bairnies three . 



Fu beinly low'd my ain hearth 

And smiled my ain Marie; 
0,1 left a' my heart behind 

In my ain count rie. 
Im leal to high heaven. 

Which aye was leal to me, 
And its there l\l meet you a^ soon 

Frae my ain countrie. 



a-hin - ^hind. 

fa beinlj low'd - brightly glowed. 

lea) -true. 
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While History^ Muse. 



W0BD8.- THOMAS MOOBB. 



Old IRISH AIR. 
"Pad4y Whack** 



Andante con moto. 



Voice 



Piano. 
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all that the dark hand of des - ti - ny weaves, Be - side her the ge-nius of 
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S - rin stood weeping, For her's was thesto-ry that blot-ted the leaves; But 
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oh, how the tears in her eye - lids grew bright. When 
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af-t^r wbolepag - es of sor-row and shame, Shesaw His - to - ry write ^th a 
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pen- oil of light That il - liund all the volume, her Wel-liqg-toflb] 




While History's muse the memorial was keeping 
Of all that the dark hand of destiny weaves. 
Beside her the Genius of Brin stood weeping, 

For hers was the story that blotted the leaves. 
But oh, how the tears in her eyelids grew bright, 
When after whole pages of sorrow and shame, 
She saw History write, 
With a pencil of light 
That illum'd atl the volume, her Wellington's name. 



''Hail star of my isle',' said the spirit, aU sparkling 

With beams,such as break from her own dewy akies. 
Thro' ages of sorrow, deserted and darkling, 

iVe watched for some glory like thine to arise. 
Tho' heroes iVe numbered, unblest was their lot, 
Unhallow^i they sleep in the cross ways of fame. 
But oh, there is not 
One dishonouring blot 
On the wreath that encircles my WeUingtoi/s name 



Digitized by 



Google 



R.9S9*. 



124 



O waly, waly. 



WORDSr-ANCIBNT. 



Old Scottish air . 



Andante. 



p es^rtis. 



Voice. 




Piano. 



I jy^l n J. J' 



petfreu. 
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wa - ly^wa - ly up the bank. And wa - ly, wa- ly down thebrae. And 
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wa - ly, wa* ly yon buraside Where I and my love wont to gael I 
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leand nqr back un - to an aik, I thocht it was a tni«-ty tree; But 
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^■' >J. F I ^'J'J. ^pl^'^T JUi >j ' I 



first itbowU an syne it brak': And sae did my true love to me. 




Fine. 



1. 

waly, waly up the bank, 

And waly^waly down the brae^ 
And waly, waly yon burnside 

Where I and my love wont to |j;ae! 

1 leanh my back unto an aik, 

I thocht it was a trusty tree; 
But first it bowh and syne it brak^ 
And sae did my true love to me . 



Now Arthur fa seat shall be my bed, 

The sheets shall neW be pressVl by me 
St Anton's well shall be my drink , 

Since my true love has forsaken me. 
Martinmaswind^when wilt thou blaw, 

An' shake the green leaves af f the tree? 
Oy gentle death, when wilt thou come? 

For o' my life I am wearie . 



O waly, waly but love be bonnie 

A little time while it is new ; 
But when its auld it waxes cauld. 

An' fades away like the mornin' dew . 
O wherefore should I busk my heid. 

Or wherefore should I kame my hair? 
For my true love has me forsook , 

An' says he'll never love me mair . 



4. 

'Tis not the frost that freezes fell. 

Nor blawin' snawb inclemencie; 
'Tis not sic cauld that makes me cry : 

But my love's heart's grown cauld to me. 
When we cam' in by Glasgow toun. 

We were a comely sicht to see; 
My love was clad in black velvet 

An'I mysel'in cramasie . 



But had I wist before I kiss'c 

That love had been so ill to win, 
Id lock'd my heart in a case o' gold, 

An pinn'd it wi'a siller pin. 
OhyOh! if my young babe were born, 

An' set upon the nurse's knee, 
An'I fliysel'were dead an' gane, 

An^ ttie green grass growin' over me. 



ISt Antony's wtU is * spring on Arthur's seat,ldiiibargh. 
Waly. An expression of grief. 
Cramasie. Grinuon. 
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Barbara Allan. 



Words Abbreviated from old b*Uad. 



Old Scottish air. 



Voice. 



i 



Moderato. 



Piano. 
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i. It was in and a-bout the.... 
6. Oh din - n^^^mind, young 
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Mart * 'mas... time. When the irreen leaves were a - fall 
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Mart * 'mas... time. When the green leaves w^ere a - fall- inj 
man, she said, When the red wine ye were fill - in' 
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Sir John Graeme, in the west coun-try. Fell in love 
made t h^^^Jie alths gae round and... round, And slich 



wi' Bar - bVa 
tit Bar - b'ra... 
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Al - Ian 



Al - la oi-^ 



2. He 
e. He 



sent his man down thro' 
turned his face un - to 



the town, Tb the 
the wa^ And 
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place where she was dwall - in', 
death was with him deal - in'; 



Ot haste and come to my 

A - dieu, a - dieu, my 
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mas - ter dear, gia.... ye he Bar - bVa Al - Ian/' 

dear friends a', and be kind to Bar - bVa Al - Ian. 
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9 O hoo - ly, hoo - ly rase 

7. And slow- ly^ slow-ly rase 



she. up To the 

she up, And 
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place where he...^. was.... ly - inj 
slow - ly, slow - ly left him, 



And when she... drew the. 
And, sigh - in'... said she.. 
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cur - taia.... by * Yonng man 
could not stay Since death 



I think yeVe dy - in 
of life had 'reft him 



4. "It's 
8. She 
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had 
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na 



sick^ 
gane 
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▼e - ry, ve - ry sick, And it's 
mile but twa. When she 
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a' for Bar - bVa Al - Ian;" "0, the bet-ter for me ye'se 

heard the deid - bell knell * in^ And ev - er - y jow that the 
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nev - er be, Tho'your hearts 
deid - bell gi'ed, It cried Wae 



blude were a - spill - in! '' 
to Bar - b'ra Al - Ian. 
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The land o^ the leal. 



WOBDS.-LADY NAIBNB. 



Old Scottish Air. 

Hey, t«ktie Uttie. 



Andante 



Vbioe. 




Pitno. 



I'm wear- in' a- wa, JeaiiyLikesnawwreathsia 
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thaw, Jean^im wear- in' a - wa' To the land o' the leal. There^s 
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nae sorrow there, Jean^There'sneithercauld nor care, Jean, The day is aye 
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fair In the land o'* the leal. 
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f. 

I'm wearin' awa'^ Jean, 

Like snaw-wreaths in ihaiHj Jean* 

I'm wearin' awa* 

To the land o'the leal. 
There's nae sorrow there, Jean, 
There's neither cauld nor care,Jean, 
The day is aye fair 

In the land o' the leal. 

s. 
YeVe been leal and true, Jean, 
Your task is ended now, Jean, 
And fu welcome you 

To the land o' the leal. 
Our bonnie bairn's there, Jean, 
She was both guid and fair, Jean, 
And we grudged her sair 

To the land o' the leal . 

8. 

Sorrows sel' wears past, Jean, 
And joy is comin' fast, Jean, 
Joy thats aye to last 

In the land o' the leal. 
Then dry that glist'nin'e'e,Jean, 
My soul langs to be free, Jean, 
And angels wait on me 

To the land o' the leal. 



A our friends are gane, Jean, 
We^ve lang been left alane, Jean, 
Well a' meet again 

In the land o' the leal. 
Now, fare ye weel, my ain Jean, 
This war Ids care is vain, Jean, 
Well meet and aye be fain 

In the land o' the leal. 
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When bidden to the wake or fair. 



IQtS BBOOKX. 



Voice. 



Moderato. 



OLD SCOTS TUNl. 
(My Vanny^ oj 



Piano. 
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wake or fair, xfie joy of each free heart -ed swaioy Till 



^^^ 



^ 



^ 



^^ 



3Z 



I '^fc^r r f i 



^ 



^^^ 



p 




pro - mised to be there I loi - ter\l last of 

J. i , 



^ 



^ 



r ^ ^' 



==f= 



vy 



^di 



^ 



vy 



|||' I i.Ji i^ii II I cm I I n I 



all tHe"^ train. If chance some fair - ing caught her eyej The 



^ 



i i i r 



TTrr 



£ 



^ 



^ 



^^ 



^^ 



p 



p 



^^ 



Digitized by 



GdWgti 



t: 



133 



£ 



t CrrJit c: 7 r ^ i ^ ^ O O i 



rib - bon gay, or silk - en...... glove, With eag- er haste I. 
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When bidden to the wake or fair, 

The joy of each free hearted swain, 
Till Phoebe promised to be there 

I loiter'd last of all the train. 
If chance some fairing caught her eye, 

The ribbon gay or silken glove, 
With eager haste I ran to buy 

For what is gold compared to love? 



My posy on her bodice placed, 

Could nosegay sweeter scent exhale? 
Her auburn locks my ribbon graced 

And fluttered in the wanton gale. 
With scorn she hears me now complain. 

Nor can my rustic presents move, 
Her heart prefers a richer swain 

And gold, alas! has banished love. 
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O whistle an 111 come to you, my lad. 



WOB08.-ROBBBT BUBK8. 



SC0TTI8H OB IBI8H AlB. 



Allegretto. 



Voice. 




Piano. 



whistle an' 111 come 
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to you y my lad, whistle an' 111 come to you, my lad; Though 
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fa-ther an' mother an' a' should gae mad , whistle an' 111 oome 
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to yon^my lad. But war- i - ly tent when ye come to court me^ And 
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up the back-stile ^and let nae bo-dy see, And come as ye were na 
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oom-in' to me. And come as ye were na com-in' to me. 




whistle an' fn come to you^my lad; 
whistle an' 111 come to you^my lad; 
Tho' father an' mother an' a' should gae mad, 
whistle an' lil come to you, my lad. 
But warily tent when ye come to court me, 
And come na unless the back yett be ajee^ 
Syne up the back stile, and let nae body see , 
And come as ye were na comin' to me, 
And come as ye were na comin' to me. 



8. 



whistle an' ill come to you, my lad* 

whistle an Al come to you, my lad; 

Tho' father an' mother an' a' should gae mad, 

whistle ar/ fu come to you, my lad. 

At kirk or at market, whene'er ye meet me , 

Gang by me as tho' that ye cared naa flie: 

But steal me a blink o' your bonnie black e'e, 

Yet look as ye were na lookin'at me, 

Yet look as ye were na lookin' at me . 



whistle an' ill come to you,my lad; 
whistle anf ill come to you,my lad ^ 
Tho' father an' mother an' a' should gae mad , 
whistle an' ill come to you, my lad. 
^evow an' protest that ye care na for me, 
And whiles ye may lightlie my beauty a wee. 
But court nae anither,tho'jokin'ye be. 
For fear that she wyle your fancy frae me^ 
For fear that she wyle your fancy frae me . 
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The braes o' Balquhidder. 



WORM.- ROBERT TANKAMILL. 



HIGHLAND Air. 



Voice. 



Piano. 
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Andante ma non troppo. 
St. 
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gOy las-8ie, go To the braes o' Balquhidder, Where the blae-ber-ries 
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^^11 ye go, lassie, go 

To the braes o' Balquhidder, 
Where the blaeberries grow 

'Mang the bonnie bteomin' heather; 
Where the deer and the rae. 

Lightly bounding together, 
Sport the lang simmer day 

On the braes o' Balquhidder . 
Will ye go, etc. 



I wiU twine thee a bower 

By the clear siller fountain, 
And IjU cover it o'er 

Wi' the flowers o' the mountain; 
I will range through the wilds, 

And the deep glens sae dreary. 
And return wi' their spoils 

To the bower o^ my dearie . 
Will ye go,etc. 



When the rude wintry win' 

Idly raves round our dwelling, 
And the roar of the linn 

On the night breexe is swelling 
So merry we will sing, 

As the storm rattles o'er us, 
Till the dear sheeling ring 

Wi' the light lilting chorus. 
Will yego,etc. 



4. 

Now the simmer is in prime, 

Wi' the flowers richly blooming. 
And the wild mountain thyme 

a' the moorlands perfuming; 
To our dear native scenes 

Let us journey together. 
Where glad innocence reigns 

Mang the braes o' Balquhidder. 
Will ye go,etc . 
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The bonny brier bush. 



Adftf t«4 from tlM Meritor toBf 

, Andante con moto 



Voice. 



^'i*"- ' •' ;yt'. J>^ h r !■ '' ''I 



Piano. 



There grows a bonny bri - er bush in 




upppnp ^^ 




onr kail - yard, 



And white are the blossoms on't in 
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our kail * yard: And on a sum-merb day How 



And on a sum-merb day 




dain-ty is each spray, That grows upon the bri -er bush in our kail -yard. 
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There grows a bonnie brier bush in our kail yard. 
And white are the blossoms onH in our kail yard; 
And on a summers day, how dainty is each spray, 
That grows upon the brier bush in our kail-yard. 



But no more I U see the brier bush in our kail-yard. 
No more I'U catch the fragrance from't in our kail-yard; 
I'm awa' across the sea, and never more for me 
To pluck a dainty blossom in our kail-yard. 



Then farewell thou bonnie brier bush in our kail-yard. 
Farewell the ripplin' burnie by our kail-yard; 
I maun cross the ocean wide, and bide the further side, 
And nae mair fll see the brier bush in our kail-yard. 
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Farewell to Glen Shalloch- 



Aiaftod from tha GmUo Igr 
JlAMSSHOee. 



OLD GABLIC MMUXm. 



Moderato. 
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fare -well for ev - en Ikre - well to my wee oot That stande by the 
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riY - er; The fall is load ucuodriog In voi - ces that va - ry^ And the 




ech - oes re - sound- ing La - ment for my Ma - ly. 




I saw her last night Mid the rooks that en 
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close them, With a child at her knee And a babe at 




bo - som. I heard her sweet voice Ia the depth of iny slum-ber. And the 




dim e 



rmll 




801^ that she sang Was of sor - row and cum - 



o«r. 




f, 

Rarewell to Glen Shalloch> 

A farewell for eyef} 
Farewell to my wee cot 

That stands by the river; 
The fall is loud sounding 

In voices that vary. 
And the echoes resounding 

Lament for my Mary. 



I saw her last night 

Mid the rocks that enclose tbom^ 
With a child at her knee. 

And a babe at her bosom. 
I heard her sweet voice 

In the depth of my slumber, 
And the song that she sang 

Was of sorrow and cumber. 



Sleep soundymy sweet babey 

There is naught to alarm thee; 
The sons of the valley 

No power have to harm thee. 
Pll sing thee to rest 

In the balloch untrodden. 
With a coronach sad 

For the slain at CuUoden. 



Coronach « A dirg^ fbr the dead. 

bftUocli » A narrow yast in the monntain. 
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Pibroch of Donuil Dhu, 



SIB WALTBB SCOTT. 

Allegro con spirito. 



OLD AIB. 
^oohiels Mareh^ 
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Pi-brooh of Don-uilDhOi Pi-broch of Don- ail| Wake thy wild voice a-new, 
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Sommon Clan Con •nil. Come a -w^, come a -way. Hark to the sum- moo% 
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Come in your war ar.rayi Oen-tles and Com-mons. Come a.w^Qr^come a-way> 




Hark to the sum - mona. Come in your war ar-ray, Gen-tlea and Com-mons. 
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i. 
Pibroch of Donuil Dhu> 

Pibroch of DonuiU 
Wake thy wild voice anew, 

Summon Clan Conuil. 
Come awi^> come away, 

Hark to the summons. 
Come in your war arrqr, 

Oentles and commons. 

t. 
Come from deep glen, and 

From mountain so rocky, 
The war pipe and pennon 

Are at Inverlochy. 
Come every hill-piaid and 

True heart that wears one, 
Come every steel blade, and 

Strong hand that bears one. 

t. 

Come as the winds come, when 

fbrests are rended> 
Come as the waves come, when 

Navies are stranded: 
Faster come, faster come, 

F^ter and faster. 
Chief, vassal, page and groom, 

Tenant and master. 

4. 

Fast they come, fast they come; 

See how they gather! 
Wide waves the eagle plume 

Blended with heather. 
Cast your plaids, draw your blades, 

Forward each man set! 
Pibroch of Donuil Dhu, 

Knell for the onset! 



Pibroeh s A war call on the liagpipe. 

Dhu* s black. 

Doimil Dhu s black Donald. 
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The laird o' Cockpen. 



Words ascribed to 

Miss Pbrribb. 



Old SCOTTISH AIB. 
(when she cam'ben she bobbed. 



Allegro. 



Voice. 



Piano. 
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i. 
The laird o' Cockpen, he's proud and he's great> 
His mind is ta'en op wi' the things o' the state; 
He wanted a wife his braw house to keep, 
But favour wi' wooin' was fashous to seek. 

s 
Doun by the dyke-side a lady did dwell. 
At his table head he thought she'd look well; 
M'CleisfaAB ae daughter o' Claverse-ha' Lee, 
A pennyless lass wi' a lang pedigree. 

t. 

His wig was weel pouther\i, an' as gude as new, 
His waistcoat was white, his coat it was blue; 
He put on a ring, a sword, an' cockU hat, 
An wha could refuse the Laird wi'a' that? 

4. 

He took the grey mare, an' rade cannilie. 
An rapp'd at the yett o' Claverse-ha' Lee, 
^Gae tell mistress Jean to come speedily ben, 
She'^ wanted to speak wi'the Laird o'Cockpen." 

5. 

Mistress Jean she was makin' the elder flower wine; 
^An' what brings the Laird here at sic a like time?" 
She put aff her apron, an' on her silk goun, 
Her mutch wi'red ribbons, an'gaed awa'doun. 

e. 
An' when she cam' ben, he bowed fu'low; 
An* what was his errand, he soon let her know. 
Amaxed was the lainl when the lady saidy^Nal" 
An' wi'a laigh curtsie, she turned awa'. 

7. 
Dumfoundertt was he, but nae sigh did he gi'e; 
He mounted his mare, and he rade cannilie; 
An' aften he thought, as he gaed through the glen, 
'She's daft to refuse the Laird o' Cockpen." 



cannilie s easily 

ben £ : within a room 

yett s .« gate 

fathout r troublesome 

laigh low 

laird 3 a laud owner 
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Words Ascribed to 
GBOBOR HALKRT. 



Logie o' Buchan, 



OLD SCOTTISH AIB. 



Voice. 
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Piano. 
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Hu-chan, Lo-gie the lairdy Theyhae ta^n a -wa' Ja-mie, that 
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delved in the yard; Wha played on the pipe and the vi - ol sae 
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sma', Theyhae ta^en a-wa' Ja-mie^the flowV o' them a' He said. 



^m 



i 



i 



^ 



i 



^ 



^ 



17 



^ta 



^^ 



TOO 



m 



P 



^^'' J. jij iJ>r' r lO nJ o\j. i'i \ 



"think na langy las-sie, tho I gang a • wa'; For Pll come and 
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see thee in spite o' them a! 





i. 
Logie o> Bttohan>0 Logie the lairdy 
They hae ta'en awa' Jamie, that delved in the yard; 
Wha played on the pipe and the viol sae ema'. 
They hae ta'en awa' Jamie, the f low'r o'them a'. 
He said, <Think na lang^ lassie, though I gang awa, 
For I'll come and see thee in spite o' them a' 

2. 

Though Sandy has owsen, has gear, and has kye^ 
A house and a hadden, an' siller forbye; 
But I wad hae Jamie, wi's staff in his hand, 
Before I'd hae Sandy wi^ houses and land. 
He said, etc., 



My daddy looks sulky, myminnie looks sour. 
They frown upon Jamie because he is poor; 
But daddy and minnie although that they be, 
There^ nane o' them a' like my Jamie to me. 
He said, etc., 

4. 

I sit on my creepie, and spin at my wheel, 
And think on the laddie that lo'ed me sae weel; 
He had but ae saxpence, he brak it in twa, 
And gied me the hauf o't when he gaed awa'. 
haste ye back, Jamie, and bide na awa'. 
And ye' 11 come and see me in spite o' them a'. 



Creepie « A tmaU stool. 
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Wilt thou be my dearie? 



WOSM.- ROBBBT BUBin. SOOTTItH AIB.— "TKM SOVTIB'S DAUftRTIB!' 

.Andante con moto. 
Voice. 

Wilt thoa b« my dear - ie? When 
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^^ 




•or - row wriqgittgr g»n-tle ha&rt, O wilt thoa let me cheer thee? 




By the treatares of my soal, Thats the love I bear thee! I 




swear and vow that on - |y thou Shalt ot - er be my dear - ie I 
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Wilt thoa be my dearie? 

When sorrow wrings thy gentle heart, 

wilt thou let me cheer thee? 
By t}ie treasures of my soul. 
That's the' love I bear theet 

1 swear and tow that only thou 
Shalt erer be my dearie — 
Only thotty I swear and vow, 
Shalt e^er be my dearie. 



Lassie, say then l(&s me^ 

Or, if thou wilt na be my ain, 

Say na thoult refuse me: 

If it winna, oanna be, 

Thou for thine may choose me; 

Let me, lassie, quickly die, 

Trusting that thou lo'es me. 

Lassie, let me quickly die. 

Trusting that thou lo'es me. 
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Oft in the stilly night. 



Thomas Moobb. 



AIB SAIB TO BB SCOTTISH. 



Voice. 
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Andante . 



Piano. 
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Oft in the stil-ly night Ere 
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slum-berk chain ha 8 bound me. Food mem -Vy brings the lightof other days a- 
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round me. The smiles^the tears of boy-hoodyears^The words of love then spoken, The 




eyes that shone now dimm'd and gone , The cheer- fulheartsnow bro - ken 
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m tempo 




Thus in the fttil-ly night Ere slum - bers chain has bound me. 




Sad mem - Vy brings the light Of oth-er days a - round me. 




t. 

Oft in the stiUy night 

Bre slumberb chain has bound me, 

Fond memVy brings the light 

Of other days around me . 

The smileSythe tears of boyhood years. 

The words of love then spoken. 

The ejres that shone now dimmed and gone, 

The cheerful hearts now broken. 

Thus in the stilly night 

Ere slumber's chain has bound me, 

Sad menfry brings the light 

Of other days around me . 



When I remember all 

The friends, so link'd together, 

Ive seen around me fall 

Like leaves in wint'ry weather . 

I feel like one who treads alone 

Some banquet hall deserted ; 

Whose lights are fled,whose garlands dead, 

And all but he departed. 

Thus in the stilly night, etc. 
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It was a' for our rightfu' King. 



Many Scottith gentlemeB followed James Of to Ireland and were present at the battle of the Boyne t688. On 
the defeat of Jamet' army, they fled with him to Pranoe. The song is a lament of one of thete Scottith 
ezilee. 

JACOBITK SONG. 



Moderate . 



Voice. 



^ " « I ' 



Piano. 



I • » n I 



It 



^m 



^^ 



••rp Mfi 
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was a' for our right -fu' King We left fair Scot-landk straad; It 




Iji n LI I 



was a' 



for our right - fu' King We e^er saw Ir - ish 




land, my dear, We e'er saw Ir - ish land. 



weep. 
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It was $! for our rightfa King 
We left fair Scotland's strand. 

It WM a' for oar rightfu'King 
We e'er saw Irish land^mydeary 
We e'er saw Irish land. 



s. 

'^Now a' is done that man can do. 

And a' is done in vain; 
My lovCiand native land farewell. 

For I matin cross the main^my dear. 
For I mann cross the main. 



^The soldier frae the. wars returns i 
The sailor frae the main, 
Btit I hae parted frae my love. 
Never to meet again^my dear, 
Never to meet again .^ 



4. 

He tnmed him right around about » 
Upon the Irish shore. 

And gae his bridle reins a shake 

With adieu for ever more my dear, 
With adieu for ever moret 



s. 

When day is gane and night is come. 

And a' folk bound to sleep, 
I think on him that% far awa', 

The lee lang night to weep, my dear^ 
The lee lang night to weep . 
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The Blackbird. 



'^he BlaokHird" wu a aecrel iiAiiie fivvn V ^He J«ookiie party to Junes the elder Pretender. 



Voice. 



Allegretto. mif ^ — ^ 

l ^^ii ■ l » < JJ i O j I j J j^ l j j j I 



Piano. 



Once on a morning of sweet re - ere - 
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- a - tion I heard a fair la - dy a - mak " ing her moan. With 




i 



■I- ' I ij J fjij J I i-i' ' gii J J 



% 



sigh > ing and sob - bing, and gad la -^ men - ta - tion, Aye sing ■ ing My 



^^ 
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/ PcK)opit!ianimato. 




joy and va^ pleasure. So just-ly, my love^ my heart fol-lows 
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seek out my blackbird wher - ev - er he 



be. 




t. 

Once on a morning of sweet recreation 

I heard a fair lady a-making her moan; 
With sig^ng and sobbing and sad lamentation. 

Aye singingl^y blackbird for ever is flown'' 
He's all my heart's treasurcyn^ joy and my pleasure, 

So justly, my love, my heart follows thee; 
And I am resolved, in foul or fair weather. 

To seek out toy blackbird wherever he be. 



I will go a stranger to peril and danger. 

My heart is so loyal in every degree; 
For he's constant and kind, and dourageous in mind; 

Oood luck to my blackbird wherever he be. 
In Scotland he's lovci, and dearly q>prov'd* 

In England a stranger he seemeth to be; 
But his name tn advance in Britain and Itance,— 

Good luck to my blackbird wherever he be. 
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Will ye go to Sheriffmuir, 



The battle of Sheriff mnir wasfboghion Sunday itthNoTember fTlS between the followers of the Jacobite 
party, under the Barlof Mar, and the King's troops under the Doke of Argyle. The field of battle was a com - 
mon near Dunblane. Seven or eight hundred of the Jacobite party, and five or six hundred of the Royalists 
were killed. Both sides claimed the victory. 



JACOBITB SONO. 



Old Scottish Air. 



Voice. 



Piano. 



Allegro con spirito. 




Will ye go. to Sheriffmuir, 




ll'ci/pj^'^r ^m 




BattldJc^m o' In - iii8-tttre?There to see the no-ble Mar And his Highland lad -dies 





A' the true m'en rf the North, An-gus,Hunt- ly and, Seaforth, 



I ' n jn n J 




^ ' j> j^ ji ji J' 




Scour- ing on to cross the Forth Wi' their white cock- ad - ies. 




Fine. 
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1. 

Will ye go to Sheriffmuir, 

Bauld John o' Innisture? 
There to see the noble Mar 

And his Highland laddies. 
A' the true men o' the North, 
Angus, Huntly, and Seaforth, 
Scouring on to cross the Forth 

Wi their white cockadies. 



There you 11 see the banners flare, 
There you'll hear the bagpipes rair, 
And the trumpets deadly blare, 

Wi the cannon's rattle . 
There you'll see the bauld If'Craws, 
Cameron's, and Clainonalds raws. 
And a' the clans wi loud huzzas 

Rushing to the battle . 

t. 

There yoi/ll see the noble Whigs , 

a' the heroes o' the brigs* 
Raw hides and withered wigs, 

Riding in array man. 
RivjQ hose and raggit hools, 
Sour milk and girning gools, 
Psalm beuks and cutty stools, 

Well see never mair,man. 

4. 

Will ye go to Sheriff muir, 
Bauld John <f Innisture? 
Sic a day and sic an hour 

Ne'er was in the North, man. 
Siccan si(j^t will there be seen, 
And gin some be nae mistaen 
Fragrant gales will come bedeen 

Frae water o' the Forth, man. 



The whit« cockado was the eniblem of the Jacobite party . 
The heroes of the battle of Both well Brig • 
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Whall be King but Charlie. 



PriBM ClutflM SdwMd UaiU in Moidari,Iiiveniecg-thire JvHtj i«th 174S, with only 
hammvw, fpdekljr cohered rauid him, Aiiillie nuuroh •oMmrmHi to Xdiitargh hag an 



JA0OBIT8 sove 



Allegretto 



HieHLANO An. 



Piano. 




The news frae Moi-dart cam' yestreen, WiU soon gar men - 7 




fer - lie) For ships d war hae just come in And land - ed . Roj - al 




Char - lie Come thrtf the heather, a - round him gather^YeVe a the welcom-^r 





J ij i y 
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ear- ly^ A-ronndhimcKng wi> a' your kin, For ^liiall be king but Char-licvCome 
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crown him right-fu', law- fu' King, For wha'll be king bat Char - lie? 



^ 



^ 
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The news frae Moidart cam' yestreen^ 

Will soon gar mony ferlie ; 
For ahipa o' war hae just conle in. 
And landed Royal Charlie . 

Come through the heather^ around him gather, 

YeVe a' the welcomer early,— 

Around him cling wi' a' your kin, 

For wha^U be King but Charlie. 

Come through the heather, around him gather, 

Come Ronald, come Donald, come a' thegither, 

And crown your rightfu, lawfu' King, 

For whaU be King but Charlie? 



The Highland clans wi' sword in hand, 
Firae John o' Oroats to Airly, 

Hae to a man declared to stand 
Or fa' wi' Royal Charlie. 
Come through, etc. 

t. 

There's ne'er a lass in a' the land 
But vows baith late and early, 

To man sh^U ne'er gie heart or hand 

Wha wadna fecht for Charlie . 

Come through , etc. 

4. 

Then her^ a health to Charlie's cause, 

Andbe't complete and early; 
His very name ray hearth blood warms 
To arms, for Royal Charlie 1 
Come through, etc. 



ferlie- wonder, 
gur - make (compel.) 
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Come o'er the stream. Charlie 



MftclMii's welcome to Prince CharleB Edward. 



AOAPTBD FROM TKM 0ASUC BT JAMM EOOe. 



SCOTTiaB AIR. 



Allegro 



Voice. 




Piano. 



Come dbr tlieetfeatn^harltcydear 
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Char-lieybreve Charlie, Come o^er the atreamjCharlie/ind dine with Mac - lean. And 
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though you be wear-y well makeyoiir heart cheery, And wel-oomeour Charlie and 
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his loy-al train. We'll bringdown the track deer,we'llbringdownthe black steer^The 
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lamb from the brackeiiyand doe from the glen; The salt aea well har-ry, and 
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bring to our Char-lie Thecream from the both- y, and curd from the pen. 
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Fute. 



Come oer the stream/Charlie^dear Charlie, brave Charlie , 

Come o'er the stream^Charlie and dine with Maclean. 

And though you be weary well make your heart cheery^ 

And welcome our Charlie and his loyal train. 

We'll bring down the track deer^we^ll bring down the black steer. 

The lamb from the bracken^and doe from the glen; 

The salt sea wcPU harry^and bring to our Charlie 

The cream from the bothy,and curd from the pen. 

s. 
Come oer the stream, Charlie, dear Char lie, brave Charlie, 
Come o'er the stream, Charlie and dine with Maclean. 
And though you be weary we'll make your heart cheery. 
And welcome our Charlie and his loyal train. 
And yon shall drink freely the dews of glen Sheerly, 
That stream in the starlight when Kings do not ken. 
And deep be your mead of the wine that is red 
To drink to your sire, and his friend the Maclean. 



Come o'er the stream, Char lie, dear Chnrlie,brave Charlie, 
Come o'er the stream, Charlie and dine with Maclean, 
And though you be weary we'll make your heart cheery. 
And welcome our Charlie and his loyal train. 
If aught win invite you or more will delight you 
Tis ready, a troop of our bold Highland men 
Shall range on the heather in b<mnet and featheri 
Strong arms and broad claymores, three hundred and ten. 
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Lewie Gordon, 



Lord Lewis Gordon^ third ton of the Duke of Oord(m,wat aUenteiuuit cm ashif oTwari tat on the rif im^ of 
the Jacobites in ilAti he declaredfor Priaoe Charles^ end raised a regiment. He defiMted a party of rogralist 
troops near Inverurie t tth December 1746 • After the battle of CnUoden he fled to France where he died, 
tfth Jnne t7f 4. 



Words said to be written by a priest named Qeddes. 

Moderate. 
Voice. 



SCOTCH Ant. 

A version of%arry Woo? 



Piano. 







And the lad I daurnanameyTho'hisbackbe at the wa', Heremtohimthatsfara-wii' 




jj'i ijj 



^ 
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honl my High-land num! Oh! my bon-nie High-land man! 




|tA | , ^ f^ pjni^ j^it^ i|^ ii ^^ 



Weel wad I my trne love ken Amang ten thoasandHig^ilandmen. 
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O send Lewie Oordon hame> 

And the lad I daurna name, 

Though his back be at the wa' 

Here^ tohimthatbfarawa'. 
Ohon! my Highland man! 
Oh my bonnie Highland mani 
Weel wadi my true love ken 
Amai^ ten thousand Highland men. 



Oh! to see his tartan trews, 
Bonnet blue, and laigh^eeled shoes, 
Philabeg abpon his knee. 
That's the lad that I^il gang wi! 
Ohonl nqr Highland man, etc. 



s. 

Princely youth of whom I sing. 

Thou wert born to be a King ; 
On thy breast a regal star 
Shines on loyal hearts afar! 

Ohon! my Highland man, etc. 



4. 

Oh! to see this wished for one 
Seated on a kingly throne! 
All our griefs would disappear; 
We should hail a joyful year! 

Ohon! my Highland man^ etc. 
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Voice. 



The chapter of Kings. 

AUegro. ^ 



PROBABtY IRISH AlB. 




Piano. 



m 



Romans in England thqronce did sv^-agr^Andthe 
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Sax - ons af-terthem led the way^ And they tugged with the Danes, till an 
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bar-ring all poth-er The one and the o - ther Were all of them Kiqgs in their 
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1. 

The Romans in England they once did sway^ 
And the Saxons after them led the way; 
And they tugged with the Danes, till an overthrow 
They both of them got from the Norman bowj 

Yet tMtrring all pother 

The one and the other 

Were all of them Kings in their turn. 

z. 
Little Willy the Conqueror first did reign, 
But Billy, his son, by an arrow was slain, 
And Harry the first was a scholar bright , 
But Stephen was forced for his crown to fight. 
Yet barring all etc., 

s. 

Second Harry Flantagenet's name did bear, 

And Coeur de Lion was his son and heir. 
But Magna Charta was gained from John, 
Which Harry the Third put his seal upon. 
Yet barring all etc., 

4. 

There was Teddy the First like a tiger bold. 
But Second by rebels was bought and sold; 
And Teddy the Third was his subjects' pride; 
Though his grandson Dicky was popp'd aside. 
Yet barring all etc., 

6. 

There was Harry the Fourth, a warlike wight. 
And Harry the Fifth like a cock would fight. 
Though Henry his son like a chick did pout. 
When Teddy, his cousin; had kicked him out. 
Yet barring all etc.; 

6. 

Poor Teddy the Fifth;he was killed in bed 
By Butchering Dick, who was knocked on the head; 
Then Harry the Seventh in fame grew big; 
And Harry the Eighth was as round as a pig. 
Yet barring all etc.; 

7. 

With Teddy the Sixth we had tranquil days, 
Tho' Mary made fire and faggot blaze; 
But good Queen Bess was a glorious reign 
And bonnie King Jamie from Scotland came. 
Yet barring all etc., 

Poor Charley the First was a martyr made; 
But Charley, his son;Wa8 a comical blade; 
And Jemmy the Second, when hotly spurred; 
Ran away;d>ye see, from Willy the Third. 
Yet barring all etc.; 

». 
Queen Anne was victorious by land and sea, 

And Georgy the First did with glory sway. 

And the rest of the monarchs have long been dead. 

So long life to the Georgy we have in their stead. 

And may his son's sonS; 

To the end of the chapter. 

All come to be Kings in their turn. 

Originally sung by an actor named Collins in his entertainment ■'The Evening Brush,** and nied in 
schools in the last century. j 

Digitized by V^jOOQ IC 
H.78V«. 



166 

The Emigrant. 

WOBDS.- WM. KimraoT. 

Andante con moto. p ^frfn. 



OLD Irish An. 



Voice. 



^^ 



Piano. 



kW gj QU^^ 
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Ohy^rtiile I live fll ne'er for- get the.. 

Oh well L knew, when off wesailS, what 
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tron*ble6 of that day, 
my sad fate would be> 
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For... gaa - ing on mjr... coun-trj^hiUs, They 
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ship got un - der... weigh. 

aeemed ta fly from me 
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My.... friends I left in 

I... watched them as they 
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Bel - (kst Town, My love at Car - rick shore> And 

Un - til 




gave to poor old.. Ire - land My... bless- ing... o'er and o'er, 
felt that I was doomed to tread The.. Sham-rock sod no... more. 
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all men mas - tera... be. 



But... were I in mjr.. 
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wind -ing she ets TherA none to... eare for... me. 



I musty to eat the 
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Qtran - gere bread, A -bide the stran - ger s scorn, Who 
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taunts me with thy dear l oved nam e, Sweet Isle, wher e I was born. 
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The green bushes. 



A once popular dr»m» was written having this title, and introducing the long. 

OLD Irish folk Sono. 



Andantino. 



Voice. 



Piano. 




momiiig in Uasy, lb hear the birds whis-tle and see the lambs play, I 
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spied a young dam - sel, so sweet - ly sang she Down 
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i. 

As I was a walking one morning in Mayi 

To hear the birds whistle* and see the lambs play^ 

I spied a young damsel^so sweetly sang she 

Down by the green bushes^ where she chancHl to meet me. 



a. 
^K)h why are you loitering here^ pretty maid?" 
Tm waiting for my true love/' then softly she said; 
^Shall I be your sweetheart, and will you agree 
To leave your old true love and follow with me? 



m give you fine beavers> and fine silken gowns, 
m give you fine petticoats flounoed to the ground, 
I'll buy you rich jewels, and live but for thee 
If you'll leave your true love and follow with me.* 



4. 

^I want none of your beavers nor fine silken hose, 
For Pm not so poor as to marry for clothes; 
But if you'll be constant and true unto me 
I'll leave my old true love and follow with thee. 



s. 
Come let us be goings kind sir, if you please. 
Oh let us be going from under these trees, 
For yonder is coming n^ true love,I see, 
Down by the green bushes where he thinks to meet me." 



t^ Beavem -Beaver bonnets. 
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Far, far from my country. 



Words Igr 
D. WIIB. 



OLD IRI8B AIR. 
(Qttd0ihin OentMhiB.) 



Andante. 



Voice. 



^"t^H 



t » J I 



^ 
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Far> far from mjr coim-try^ dear 



Piano. 





B - . rinyfrom thee IVe wan . derU aS^ ex- ile be 





yond the dark sea^ But ne'er could this true heart for - get the green 




D.Q. 




isle; Where sum -merfa bright tints o^er the blue wa-ters smile. 




Fine, 
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I. 

FkTy far from my country, dear Erin^from thee, 

Pve wander d an exile beyond the dark sea; 

But ne'er could this true heart forget the green isle. 

Where summer^ bright tints o'er the blue waters smile. 



How oft in the twilight I've stood on the shore y 
And gaied on thy path where the wild billows roar, 
Till the home of my fathers rose brightly to view,- 
And thought that the vision before me was true. 



s. 

But ah, as I gazed it soon vanished away, 
And the night cloud arose where the deep waters lay; 
But still to my fancy it whispered awhile,— 
^Thy steps shall revisit thine own native isle; 



4. 

And dear shall each spot of thy childhood appear, 
When seen in the morning through memory's tear; 
That hour shall repay all the years that are past, 
When thy sire and thy friends shall receive thee at last." 
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Adieut my loved harp. 



WORDS.- AKOHTM0U8. 

Andante con moto. 



Voice. 



Old Irish Air. 

(Lough Sheelinfl^^ 




A • dicuy my lov'd harp, for no 



Piano. 




more shall the 



thy notes as they 
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string Or love to thy tremblings so ten- der-ly sing 
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1. 

Adieu^my lov'd harp^ for no more shall the yale 
Re-echo thy notes as they float on the gale. 
No more melting pity shall sigh o'er thy string 
Or love to thy tremhlings so tenderly sing* 



s. 
When battle's fell strife launched its thunders afitr, 
And valour'fe dark brow wore the honours of war, 
Twas thou breathed the fame of the hero around^ 
And young emulation was waked by the sound. 



s. 

Ye daughters of Srinysoon comes the sad day 
When, over the turf where I sleep, ye shaU uij^ ' 
*Ohl still is the soi^f we repaid with a tear> 
And silent the string that delighted the ear/* 
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Adaf Ud from th* loog- in the 
OPIBA or''R08IHA"t7Sa. 



Nature's holiday. 



Allegretto. 



IBI8H Ant. 
^e Brown Iriih 0irO 



VbiM. 
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By thii foan -■UuiA flow - Vv side, Drest in 




il'i jj>ij ji M hj'fcjf f f i p pi,j.j h,^ 



be es in ciusterB lie, W hilst ttie herdsman on thehiM Liat-ens to the fall-i ng rill, Pride and 




ll'i J J ' J' ^ f M Ip I' P i^H r p i 

cm » el scorn a - way^ Let us share the fes,» tive di^, Pride and 




cr tt - el scorn a -way» Let us share the fes-tive day. 
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t. 

By this fountain's now'ry side, 
Drest in nature's blooming prides 
Where the poplars tremble high, 
And the bees in clusters lie, 
Whilst the herdsman on the hill 
Listens to the falling rill, 
Pride and cruel scorn away, 
.Let us share the festive day. 



s. 
Now we'll quaff the nut brown ale, 
As we tell the sportive tale; 
All is jest, and all is glee. 
All is youthful jollity. 
Lads and las8es,all advance, 
Carol blithe, and join the dance, 
Trip it lightly while you may, 
This is nature's holiday. 
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Molly, my dear. 



WORDS. ROBBBT TANNAHILL. 



OLD IBI8H AIR . 
"mIm Molly :* 



Allegretto. 



Voice. 



^^ 



Piano. 
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The barvest is oW and the 
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lads are so funny, 
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jew - el^' my hon- qr/' Och! go to the North with me^ Mol4yy my dear. 
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The harvest is o'er, sad the Imds are so funny, 
Their hearts lined with love and their pockets with money . 
From morning till night tis my jewel^fny honey |' 
'^OcUgo to the North with me^ Molly, my dearf 



Toung Dermot holds on with his sweet botheration, 
And swears there is only one flowV in the nation. 
Thou rose of the Shannon, thou pink of creation , 
Ocfafgo to the North with meyMoUy^n^dearl'^ 



'^The sun courts thy smiles as he sinks in the ocean, 
The moon to thy charms veils his face in devotion. 
And my poor self, oh so rich is my notion, 
Would pay down the world for sweet Molly my dear." 



Thcf Thady can match all the lads with his blarney, 
And sing me love songs of the lakes of Kittarney, 
In worth from my Dermot hes twenty miles journey^ 
My heart bids me tell him fll ne'er be his dear. 
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Rich and rare were the gems she wore. 



Words.- THOMAS Moorb 

^ Andante con moto 
Voice. 



IRISH Air 

The Snmmerli 



r0rM09. 



Piano. 







gems she wore, And a bright, gold ring on her wand she bore; But 
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sn^ white wand. But <^, her beau - ty was far be - yond Her 
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On she went and her maid - en smile In safe - ty light -ed her 




round the green Isle, And blest for ev - er is she who re - lied On 




Er - ins honrour and Kr - irfs pride. And blest for ey - er is 




Rich and rare were the gems she wore. 
And a bright gold ring on her wand she bore; 
But oh, her beauty was far beyond 
Her sparkling gems and snow white wand. 

'^ady dost thou not fear to stray 
So lone^and lovely, through the bleak way? 
Are Erin's sons so good^or so cold 
As not to be tempted by woman or gold? ' 



''Sir Knightylfeel not the least alarm 
No son of Erin will offer me harm, 
For though they love woman and golden store. 
Sir Kni^t, they love honour and virtue more? 

On she went and her maiden smile 

In safety lighted her round the green Isle, 

And blest for ever is she who relied 

On Erin's honour and Erii/s pride, r^ ^^^^r^]^ 
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Oh Where's the slave? 



WOBBg.-THOKAS lfOOBB« 



Old Irish air. 

8io9 mguM •ios Horn. 



Moderato. hMfy.nf 



Voice. 




Piano. 



Ohlirtierci'sthe slsire so low - ly^ Con 
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bonds at first^Would pine beneath them slow - lyl What soiil;«rho8ewn>qpde- 




- grade it. Would wait till time de- cayd it. When 
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thus its wing At once nu^sprii^To the throne of Him who made it? 
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Fare-well, Br - inl fare-well, all Who live to weep our 
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Oh! whereas the slave so lowly, 
Condemned to chains unholy^ 

Who, could he burst 

His bonds at first , 
Would pine beneath them slowly! 
What soul, whose wrongs degrade it, 
Would wait till time decayed it. 

When thus its wing 

At once may spring 
To the throne of Him who made it? 

Farewell, Srin! farewell,all 

Who live to weep our fall. 



Fine. 



Less dear the laurel growing, 
Alive ^ untouched and blowing, 
Than that whose braid 
Is plucked to shade 
The brows with victory glowing 
We tread the land which bore us, 
Our green flag glitters c^er us, 
The friends we've tried 
Are by our side. 
And the foe we hate before us. 
Farewell^Srinlfarewellyall 
Who live to weep our fall. 
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Kitty of Coleraine. 



Words.- Amontmous. 



Irish Air . 



Allegretto 



Voice. 
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Ptmno. 



As beauti - f ul Kit - ty one morn-jng was trippingWitha 
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pitch-er of milk from the fair of Coleraiae^ When she saw me she stumbled, the 
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pitdi-er it tum-bled, And all the sweet but-ter- milk wat - erd the plain . Oh! 




what shall I do now/twas looking at you now, Sure, sure such a pitcher lU 
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neer see a-^^ain*, ^Twas the pride of my dai-ry! oh, Bar-ney Mc Cleary^ You're 




^ ' J' ■t' M' M I J ' J' i' ^ ^ i 



sent as a plague to the girls of Cole-raine 




As beautiful Kitty one morning was tripping 

With a pitcher of milk from the fair of Coleraine, 
When she saw me she stumbled, the pitcher it tumbled. 

And all the sweet buttermilk watered the plain. 
Oh! what shall I do now^twas looking at you now, 

Sure, sure such a pitcher ill ne^er see again, 
¥was the pride of my dairy, oh, Barney McCleary^ 

You're sent as a plague to the girls of Colerainel" 

I sat down beside her and gently did chide her, 

That such a misfortune should give her such pain. 
A kiss then I gave her and,before I did leave her. 

She vowed for such pleasure sheiVl break it again . 
¥was hay-making season,! cant tell the reason, 

Hisfortune will never come single'tis plain, 
For very soon after poor Kitty's disaster 

Och! never a pitcher was whole in Coleraine! 
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The elfin fairies. 



W0SD8 .- DAVID THOMSOlfy 
■Ugli«l7 modified. 



OLD IRISH AIR. 
Pluarty'KeDy. 



Allegretto. 



pUggUr: 



Voioe. 



PiMO. 
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mot-sjr dettt All day contrive our nug-ic spells , Till sa-ble night <^r- 
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east tlw sky^TlMn thro^ the ai - ry re-gions tlj By Cyn-thias %ht so 
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clear. 



A-ronnd the earth eredasrn of day, In - W - si-ble, we 




wing oar way,Sometimes the lawns look so in- Vi - tiqg, On their vel - vet 
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turf a-lig^t-ing, Light-ly, light-ly dance we o'er the grass so fleet The 




blades soaroebendbeneathottr teethe tread so gent - ly there . 





We fairy elves in mossy dells 
All day contrive our magic spells. 
Till sable nig^t o'er-east the sky, 
Then through the airy regions fly 

By Cynthia's light so clear. 
Around the earth ere dawn of day. 
Invisible, we wing our way, 
Sometimes the lawns look so inviting , 
On their velvet turf alighting 

Lightly, lightly 
Dance we o'er the grass so fleet, 
The blades scarce bend beneath our feet, 

We tread so gently there . 



And if no business calls from home 
Around the wheeling globe to roam. 
We to some f lowry meadow stray, 
And sing a tuneful roundelay 

To please our Fairy Queen^ 
On mushroom tables then prepare 
The gathered sweets of flowers our fare; 
The dewy nectar then distilling. 
All our harebell goblets filling . 

Goodnight, goodnight'' 
This we say^then sink to rest 
Upon the lilyk snowy breast, 

By mortal eyes unseen. 



DigitizeittXelOOgle 



186 



The pretty girl milking her cow. 



Words by Ethbl Kibson. 

with permiMion. 



OLD IBISH AIR. 
(The pretty girl milkijigli 



Allegretto 



Voice. 



Piano. 




Fine. 
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dar-lin'y my heart youVe al - arm-inglTis fast in your keep-ing I vow; For you're 
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look in' so sweet^and so charm-ingJAsyou sit th^re a - milk- in your cow. Sur- 





round -ed by beau-teous na-ture. No sight there is fair*er I vow^Thana 
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neaty lit- tie; sweet lit- tie crea-ture,Sure,a pret-ty girl milk- ing her cow. 




Arrah, Darlin'y my heart you're alarming! 

Tis fast in your keeping I vow; 
For you're lookin'so sweet, and 80 charmingi 

As you sit there a-milking your cow. 
Surrounded by beauteous nature. 

No sight there is fairer I vow. 
Than a neat, little, sweet little creature, 

Sure, a pretty girl milking her cow. 



When I see you I tremble all over. 

For your eyes penetrate me clean through, 
And your breath is as sweet as the clover 

That grows in the meadow below. 
Oh! had I the mirror of Venus, 

The truth of your beauty to show, 
I'd sing with Apollo's bright genius 

Of a pretty girl milking her cow. 



I will love you for ever and ever, 

Mavourneen^Itl have you to knowi 
That the stronger shall be my endeavour 

My fondness, and passion to show. 
Oh, could I your favour discover^ 

Then prouder, and prouder lU grow^ 
Td be known as the true hearted lover 

Of the pretty girl milking her cow. 
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The old farmer's song. 



Moderato. 



IJRISH AIR. 
(The sixpewie.) 



Voice. 




Piano. 



t. When win . ter% fair - ly 
t. Wo goes and reaps what 





left the land; Why then» we starts in sow 

weNre a - sown, And pleas - ant work we find 



ingf But 
it^ The 





first, o' course you^l un - der- stand, We done a might- y lot o' 
sick - le sharp cuts througjithe oorn^ And them as fol-lqws us thqr 





plough 
bind 



ing. And then the corn springs up a - main When 

it. At har - yest home we drink brown ale, The 
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wea - ther has 
mis - tiMS well 



got warm 
•lie brew 



er, 
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And 



gold - en grain de 
then thereb danc. - ing 




i 



■ P P 



^ 



^m 



^m 



2 



^-- \_f^*-^ 



lights the heart Of ev - 'ry hon - est farm 
in the bam For them as choose to 
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as for me, my joints are stiff, iVn six - ty- eight come June, sir, I 
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can iNit watch the yonng- una dancei And grave - ly list - en to the 
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tune sir. A long 'chufch-war - den'' in my mouthi A 
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on his throne^ And here I mean to bide me. 
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OLD IBI8H AIR. 
^Daniel theWoril^';' 



Andante con moto. 



Voice. 



Piano. 
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harp of B - rin, let thy strain Re - edi-ofhroughthe land a-gain, Nor 
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thus in 8i - lenoe sleep so long, But wake at once thy powV of song. 




Dear harp of £rin, let thy strain 
Re-echo thro^the land again. 
Nor thus in silence sleep so long. 
But wake at once thy power of song. 

s. 
May thy sweet voice at evening hour 
Be heard in youthli and beauty^i bower j 
While notes of gladness win the smile 
From hearts that wept in Brin's Isle. 

s. 
Green Erin, in the merry dance 

Let your fairmaids and youths advance, 

And ply once more the harmless jest. 

So long locked up in your sad breast. 
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Come o'er the sea. 



wouM- Thomas mooei. 



out IBISH An. 
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Andante. 



Piano. 
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Come o^rthesea^ 



maiden, with me. 
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Mine through ran - shine, storm and snows; Seasons may roll. 
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but the true soul 



Burns the same wher - e'er it goes; Let 
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fate frown on, so we love and part not; 'Xis life where thou art, 'tis 
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death where thottart not; Then come o'er the 8ea, 
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Come wher - ev- er the wild wind blows; Seasons may roll, 
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but on the waves 



Love and lib - er-tys all our own. No 
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heav - en a- round us, Then come d^er the sea, mAiden, with me, 
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My bonny cuckoo. 



Andante con moto. 



Old Irish air. 




througfithe groves ni rove with you; 111 rove with you un-til the nextspriogAnd 
bon-nie cuc-koo^ dont go a - way; DoM go a - way, but tar - ry here, And 
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then my cuc-koo shall sweet - ly sing.- Cuc-koo, cuc-kooy un-til the next spring. And 
make the season last all theyej^. Cuc-koo i. cuc-koo, pray tar - ry here, And 
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then* my cuc-jcoo shall sweet - ly sing 
sing for us throt^hout the year.*» ^^y""^ 
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WORDS.- THOMAS MOORB 

Andante con moto. 



Tho' the last glimpse of Erin. 



IRISH AIR. 
"The Coolun!* 



Voice. 



Piano. 
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God bless the Prince of Wales • 



English words ¥y OBORGB UNLBT. 
Welsh words by CBIRIOO HUGHB8. 
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Music by 

BRINLBY RICHARDS. 
C«rddor Towy 
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A-mong our an-cient moun - tainSyAnd 
Ar DwyM - oggwlmdy hryn - iau, 
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from our lovely vales, 
hoed ir tuf-oedd wen, 
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6 let theprayV re-e - cho, *God bless the Princeof 
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Wales!" With heart and voice a- wa - ken Those minstrel strains of 
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Till Britain's name and glo-ry Re-sound from shore to shore. 
Y nef a ddahioi fyn-y^ Ei law fre-ni" nol eff 
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A-mong our an-cient moun - tains^nd from our love-ly vales, O 

Ar Dwyt - o^ gwlady hryn - iau, hoed ir fief - oedd wen, ' Rot 




let the prayV re - e - cho— God bless the Prince of Wales! 
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Ei hen • dith ar ei htm. 
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Among our ancient mountains, 
And from our lovely vales, 
O let the prayer re-echo— 
'*God bless the Prince of Wales!" 
With heart and voice awalcen 
Those minstrel strains of yore. 
Till Britain's name and glory 
Resound from shore to shore. 
Among our ancient, etc. 

Should hostile bands or danger 
E'er threaten our fair isle. 
May God's strong arm protect us, 
Hay Heaven still oa us smile. 
Above the throne of England 
May fortune's star long shine, 
And round its sacred bulwarks 
The olive branches twine . 
Among our ancient, etc. 



Fine. 



Ar DioysqfT gwlad y hryniau, 
hoed ir ne/oedd wen, 
Rot iddo gyda cAonon, 
Ei hendith arei hen! 
Pan oyrtkior aur wimlem, 
Pan eh uni^rnef, 
Ynef a ddalio i fyny, 
Ei law freninol e/f 
Ar Dwysog gwlad, etc, 

Ei fanereffo uckaf, 
Ar goedwigfyw y mar/ 
Ai liniau ef fo isaf, 
Wrih orsedd fainc yrJor! 
Drychafer gorsedd Prydain, 
Yft ngkariad Duw a dynz 
Tn agos at arseddjkinc, 
YBrenin Mawrei Hun! 
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God save the King. 



(iH mmi90H ^rfour pari hmrmony) 





God save our gracious Kingy 
Long live our noble King^ 

God save the King. 
Send him victorious, 
Happy and glorious^ 
Long to reign over us, 

God save the King. 

Lord, our God, arise, 
Scatter his enemies 

And make them fall. 
Confound their politics. 
Frustrate their knavish tricks, 
On Thee our hopes we fix, 

Go4 save the King. 



Thy choicest gifts in store 
On him be pleased to pour, 

Long may he reign. 
May he defend our laws, 
And ever give us cause 
To sing with heart and voice 

God save the King. 
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ELIZABETHAN LOVE-SONGS. 

Edited and arranged, with Pianoforte accompaniments composed, 
OR adapted from the Lute Tablature, by 



Frederick Keel. 



At Florm skpt 

A shepherd in m shade 

C<Mne Rgsin ... ••• ... 
Come, Phillis 

Deare. if yoa change 

Deare, though your mind ... 
Diaphenia 

Fain would I change that note 

Faire, sweet, crueil 

Fine knacks for ladies 
Flow not so last, ye ibuntainea 

Go to hed, sweet Muse 

Here she her sacred bower 

Iadomes ••• ••• ••• 
If I urge my kind desires ... 
If she rorsskke me 
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John Dowiand 

John Dowiand 
fhomas Ford 

John Dowiand. 
William Corkinc 
' Francis Pilhingion 

Tobias Hume 
Thomas Ford 
John Dowiand 
John Dowiand 

Robert Jones 

Thomas Campion 

.PhiUp RosuUr 
Phil^ RosssUr 



On a time ., 

PhiUts was a faire maide ... 
Shaded with olive trees 
Shall I come, sweet Love, 

to thee? 

Sleepe, sleepe 

Sweet Cupid, ripen her desire 
oweet Kate ••• ••• •■• 

Sweet nymph, come to thy lover 
There is a garden in her face 
Underneath a cypress tree ... 
What if I seek for love 
When Laura smiles ..< 
Whenlol by breake of morning 
Why dost thou turn away ?... 
Woeful heart with grief 

oppressed •••. ... ••• 



WORDS BY 

Ji^n Attey 
Giles Earlier MS, 
Thomas Greaves 

Thomas Campion 
Giles EarWs MS. 
William Corkine 
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Thomas Morley 
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Thomas Morl^ 
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ENGLISH TRADITIONAL SONGS 

AND CAROLS. 

COLLSCTBD AND BdITBO, WITH ANNOTATIONS AND PCANOPORTB AcCOMPANIMBNTS, BY 



Lucy E. Broadwood. 



Abdicaticm (Bone3r'8) 

Ages of Man (The) 

Banstead Downs 

Bedfordshire May-Day Carol 

BeUast Mountains 

Bold Pedlar and Robin Hood 

(xne^.a* ••« .•• ••• 
Boney's Lamentation 
Brisk voung Lad, he coujrted 

me \A} ••'• ■•• ..• 
Brisk young lively Lad (The) 
Bristol Town 

Cold blows the Wind 

Constant Parmer's Son (The) 

Death and the I^ady 

Died 01 Ix>ve ••• ••• ••• 

Duke of Marlborough (The)..» 
OaUant Poachers (The) 
wOOfgie *•• ••• ••• ••• 

Oibaoii, l^^lson, and Johnson 

Hampelurs Mummers' Christ- 
mas Caiol ••« •»• 

Heoiy Martin ••• ••• ••. 

How cold the Winds do blow 

1 most live aU.alooe 

lririiOiri(The) 

King HcQiy, my Son ••• ••• 

King Plutfaoh (Gypsy Chfisl- 
masCasw) ••• ••• ••• 

PHeaStOO 
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Sussex 
Do. 

Do. 

Bedfordshire 
Sussex 

Do. 
Do. 

North Lincolnshire 

Surrey 

Sussex 

North Devonshire 
Susux 

Doi 
North Lincolnshire 
Sussex 

Do. 
Do. 
Do. 

Hampshire 

Sussex 

Surrey 

Sussex 

Surrey 

Cumberland 

Suuex and Surrey 

; ti.6Q 



Little Lowland Maid (The) ... 


Surrey 


Lost Lady found (Thfc) 


Lincolnshire 


Men:hant's Daughter (The) ... 
Moon shines bnght (Tht) 


Susiex 




(Christmas Carol) 


Sussex and Surrey 


New Irish Giri (The) 


Surrey 


Oh, the Trees are gettinghigh 
Oh, Yarmouth is a pretty Town 
Our Ship she lies in Harbour 


Do. 
Susux 


Surrey 




Do. 


Rich Nobleman and his 




Daughter (The) 


Do. 


Rosetta and her gay Plough- 




boy 


Sussex 


Salt Seas 


Do. 


Some Rival has stolen my true 




Love away 


Surrey 


Sussex Mummers' Chiristmas 




Carol (The) •' 


Susux 


Three Butchers (The) 


Do. 


Through Moorfields 


Do. 


Travel the Country round ... 


Do. 


Two affectionate Lovers (The) 


Do. 


Unquiet Grave (The) 


Surrey 


Do. 


North Devonshire 


Valiant Lady (The) 


Surrey 


Van Diemen*s Land 


Susux 


Wealthy Farmer's Son (The) 
Young Servant Man (The) ... 


Do. 


Do. 
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THE ROYAL EDITION OF 
SONG BOOKS AND OPERATIC ALBUMS. 

irrica $1. — each, in paper coven ; |3. — in cloth, gilt edges. 



Songa of England (281) In 3 VoU« 
EniTKL) BY J. L. HAlTON a no fciATON FANING. 

Songt of Scotland. ( 333 ). In 2 Volt. 

EDrT«i> BY COTJN BROWN. J. PITTMAN, 
MVUBS B. P08TKK. & DB.CHARLBS MAC&BY. 

Songt of Iroland. (108) . 
Enm D BY J. L. HATTON and J L. MOLLOY 
Inciuiling 5>OTpntf -eight of Moore*8 Iriah Melodies 
and Thirty National Songa. 

Soagt of Walaa. (69). 

With Welsh and English Words 
EDiTBD BY BRINLEY RICHARDS. 

Manx National Songa. (51.) 
With BofcUsh Words, Selected from the MS. CoHee- 
tionofTHE ! >EEMSTER GILL. Dr. J OLAGUE, 
and W. H. GILL, and arranged by W. H. GILL. 



Songs of FnuMO. (60.) 

With French and English Words. 
Songs of Gomany. (100). 

With German and English Words. 

Edited by J A. KAPPEY. 
Songs of Italy. (54.) 

Canti Popolari i^nd Modem Italian Soaga, witb- 
Italfan and Eagliah Worda. 
Songs of ScandinaTia and N o fflh o m Enropo. ^83.) 

National a. Popular Songs, with English Words 
only. 

Edited by J. A. KAPPEY. 
Songs of Eaatom Enropo (100). 

Edited by J. A. KAPPEY. 

VolksUeder of Anatris, Hnngafy, lohewia, Sarvia 
ftc, with English Woids only. 



Moaarf s Songs. (37.) 
With Oernian, Italian, and English Words. 

BoothoTon^B Songs. (76). 
With German and English Words. 

liondolssohn's Songs St Dnots. (60). 

Edited by J. PITTMAN. 

FiHy-fonr Songs, and the Six Popular Duets, Op. 63, 
with Gensan and English Woxds. 
Sckvmann's Songs. ( 75) • 

With German and English Woids. 

Edited by J. L. HATTON. 
Saniborfs Songs. (115). In 2 Vols. 

With German and English Words. 
Edited by J. A. KAPPEY a MYLES B. F08TBR. 
Roliinsloin*s Songs. (59) . 

With uerman and English Words. New and en- 
larged edition. 
Rnbinstoin's Duels. (18). 

With Germsn and Bngliah Words. 

Edited by HERMANN EISOLDT. 
HandoPs Oratorio Songa. (55). 

Edited by W. T. BEST. 
HandoPs Oporm Songs. (52). 

With Ita ian and English Words. 

Edited by W. T« BEST. 
Songa from the Oratorios. (49) . 

Editbd by MYLES B. POSTER. 

Selected from the most famous works of Handel, 
Mendelasohn, Haydn, Rossini, Baoh, Spohr, and 
Arthur Sollivatt. 



Songs from the Operas. 
A oollection of popular Operatie Song*, transpoacd 
into medium keys. In Two Vols. Each Book 
contains 5U Songs, with Italian and English Word* 
Yol. I.— Mexso-Soprano and Contralto. 
Vol. II.-^-Tenor and Baritone. 

Modem BaUads. (50). 

B7 SuUiTan, Pinsuti, Molloy.Cowen, Gabriel, Gatty, 
Mardals, Aide, Claribel, ae., &c. 

Sacred Songs. (100). 

Edited by JOHN HILE8. 

By the most oelebrated Ancient and BCodem Com* 
poasra, and inolnding soYeral new compositions. 

HnoMroas Songs. (72). 
Edited by J. L. HATTON. 
New and Popular Social Songs by Offenbach, Leoooq, 

SulliYan, Hatton, H. J. Byron, Hood, Hook, 

Blewitt, Bayly, &c. 

DuoU for Ladies' Voioos. (24). 

Edited by RANDEGOER. 

Choioe Duets by Handel, Roasiai, Bishop, Haydn, 
SuUiyan, Halve, Mendelssohn, Ac, &c. 

Alfntms of Oporalie Duets. 

Vol. I.-— 20 Duets, Soprano and Mess o- Soprano* 
Vol. II.— 40 Dueta, Soprano and Contralto. 



2>oubIe IDolumcs. 
THE ROYAL OPERATIC ALBUMS. 

Price lT.50 each, paper covers ; I3.— cloth, gilt edgea. 

The most oomprehens ive colleetion of Dramatic Music erer published, containing 186 Celebmted Songs, 
Sceoefi, &c, tri m xenowntd Operas. 

Ail the songs &c, have Italian and English Words, and are published in the original keys, without alteraticm. 

Vol. lU.— The Tenor Album. 
50 Songs for Tenor. 

Vol IV.-The Baritone Album. 

45 Songs for fiariton. 



VoL L-~Tho Prima Donna's Album. 

41 Songs for Sopiano. 

Vol. n.— The Contralto-Album. 

50 Songs for Mezxo-Sopimno or Contralto. 
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